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NOTICE.

PERsoNS attempting to find a motive in this narrative will be prosecuted ;
persons attempting to find & moral in it will be banished ; persons attempt-
ing to find a plot in it will ke shot.

BY ORDER OF THE AUTHOR
PER G. G., CHIEF OF ORDNAXCE.



EXPLANATORY.

IN this book a number of dialects are used, to wit: the
Missouri negro dialect ; the extremest form of the backwoods
South-Western dialect ; the ordinary ¢ Pike-County ” dialect ;
and four modified varieties of this last. The shadings have not
been done in a hap-hazard fashion, or by guess-work; but
pains-takingly, and with the trustworthy guidance and support
of personal familiarity with these several forms of speech.

I make this explanation for the reason that without it many
readers would suppose that all these characters were trying to
talk alike and not succeeding.

- THE AUTHOR.
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THE WIDOW'S,
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don’t know about me, with-
out you have read a book by
the name of ¢“The Adven-
tures of Tom Sawyer,” but
that ain’t no matter. That
book was made by Mr. Mark
Twain, and he told the
truth, mainly. There was -
things which he stretched,
but mainly he told the
truth. That is nothing. I
never seen anybody but
lied, one time or another,
without it was Aunt Polly,
or the widow, or maybe
Mary. Aunt Polly—Tom’s
Aunt Polly, she is—and
Mary, and the Widow Dou-

glas, is all told about in that book—which is mostly a true
hook ; with some stretchers, as I said before.

Now the way that the book winds up, is this: Tom and me
found the money that the robbers hid in the cave, and it made

B



2 TIIE ADVENTURLS OF ITUCKLEBERRY FINN.

us rich. We got six thousani dollars apiece—all gold. It
was an awful sight of money when it was piled up. Well,
Judge Thatcher, he took it and put it out at interest, and it
fetched us a dollar a day apiece, all the year round—more
than a body could tell what to do with. The Widow Douglas,
she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilise me ;
but it was rough living in the house all the time, considering
how dismal regular and decent the widow was in all her ways ;
and so when I couldn't stand it no longer, I lit out. I got
into my old rags and my sugar-hogshead again, and was free
and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he
was going to start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would
go back to the widow and be respectable. So I went back.

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost
lamb, and she called me a lot of other names, too, but she never
meant no harm by it. She put me in them new clothes again,
and I couldn’t do.nothing but sweat and sweea¥] and feel all
cramped up. Well, then, the old thing commenced again.
The widow rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time.
When you got to the table you couldn’t go right to eating, but
you had to wait for the widow to tuck down her head and
grumble a little over the victuals, though there warn’t really
anything the matter with them. That is, nothing only every-
thing was cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it is
different ; things get mixed up, and the juice kind of swaps
around, and the things go better.

After supper she got out her book and learned me about
Moses and the ¢ Bulrushers ;” and I was in a sweat to find out
all about him ; but by-and-by she let it out that Moses had been
dead a considerable long time; so then I didn’t care no more
about him ; because I don’t take no stock in dead people.

Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let
me. But she wouldn’t. She said it was a mean practice and
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wasn't clean, and I must try to not do it any more. That is
just the way with some people. They get down on a thing
when they don’t know nothing about it. Here she was a
bothering about Moses, which was no kin to her, and no use to
anybody, being gone, you see, yet finding a power of fault with

LEARNING ABOUT MOSES AND THE ‘ BULRUSHERS.”

me for doing a thing that had someé good in it. And she took
snuff too; of course that was all right, because she done it
herself.

Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with
goggles on, had just come to live with her, and took a set at
me now, with a spelling book. She worked me middling hard

B2



4 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

for about an hour, and then the widow made her ease up. I
couldn’t stood it much longer. Then for an hour it was deadly
dull, and I was fidgety. Miss Watson would say, “Don’t put
your feet up there, Huckleberry ;” and ¢ don’t scrunch up like
that, Huckleberry—set up straight;” and pretty soon she

would say, “Don’t gap and stretch like that, Huckleberry—
why don’t you try to behave?” Then she told me all about
the bad place, and I said I wished I was there. She got mad,
then, but I didn’t mean no harm. All I wanted was to go
somewheres ; all I wanted was a change, I warn't particular.
She said it was wicked to say what I said; said she wouldn't
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say it for the whole world ; ske was going to live so as to go to
the good place. Well, I couldn’t see no advantage in going
where she was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn’t try for
it.  But I never said so, because it would only make trouble,
and wouldn’t do no good.

Now she had got a start, and she went on and told me all
about the good place. She said all a body would have to do
there was to go around all day long with a harp and sing for ever
and ever. So I didn’t think much of it. But I never said so.
1 asked her if she reckoned Tom Sawyer would go there, and
she said, not by a considerable sight. I was glad about that,
because I wanted him and me to be together.

Miss Watson she kept pecking at me, and it got tiresome
and lonesome. By-and-by they fetched the niggers in and
had prayers, and then everybody was off to bed. I went up to
my room with a piece of candle and put it on the table. Then
I set down in a chair by the window and tried to think of some-
thing cheerful, but it warn’t no use. I felt so lonesome I most
wished I was dead. The stars was shining, and the leaves
rustled in the woods ever so mournful; and I heard an owl,
away off, who-whooing about somebody that was dead, and a
whippowill and a dog crying about somebody that was going to
die; and the wind was trying to whisper something to me and
1 couldn’t make out what it was, and so it made the cold shivers
run over me. Then away out in the woods I heard that kind
of a sound that a ghost makes when it wants to tell about
something that’s on its mind and can’t make itself understood,
and so can’t rest easy in its grave and has to go about that way
every night grieving. I got so downhearted and scared, I did
wish I had some company. Pretty soon a spider went crawling
up my shoulder, and I flipped it off and it lit in the candle;
and before I could budge it was all shrivelled up. 1 didn’t need
anyhody to tell me that that was an awful bad sign and would
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fetch me some bad luck, so I was scared and most shook the
clothes off of me. I got up and turned around in my tracks
three times and crossed my breast every time ; and then I tied
up a little lock of my hair with a thread to keep witches away.
But I hadn’t no confidence. You do that when you'’ve lost a

HUCK STEALING AWAY.

horse-shoe that you've found, instead of nailing it up over the
door, but I hadn’t ever heard anybody say it was any way to
keep off bad luck when you’d killed a spider.

I set down again, a-shaking all over, and got out my pipe
for a smoke ; for the house was all as still as death, now, and
so the widow wouldn’t know. ‘Well, after a long time I Leard



TOM SAWYER WAITS. 7

the clock away off in the town go boom—boom—boom—twelve
licks—and all still again—stiller than ever. DIretty soon I
beard a twig snap, down in the dark amongst the trees—some-
thing was a-stirring. I set still and listened. Directly I could
just barely hear a “me-yow ! me-yow!” down there. That
was good ! Says I, “ me-yow! me-yow !” as soft as I could,
and then I put out the light and scrambled out of the window
on to the shed. Then I slipped down to the ground and crawled
in amongst the trees, and sure enough there was Tom Sawyer
waiting for me.



THEY TIP-TOZD ALOXG.

ex Ll -

¢

. went tip-toeing along

a path amongst the
trees back towards the
end of the widow’s
garden, stooping down
so as the branches
wouldn’t scrape our
heads. When we was
passing by the kitchen
I fell over a root and
made a noise. We
scrouched down and -
laid still. Miss Wat-
son’s big nigger, named
Jim, was setting in the
kitchen door ; we could
see him pretty clear,
because there was a
light behind him. He
got up and stretched
his neck out about a
minute,listening. Then
he says:

“Who dah ?”

He listened some
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more ; then he come tip-toeing down and stood right between
us; we could a touched him, nearly. Well, likely it was
minutes and minutes that there warn’t a sound, and we all
there so close together. There was a place on my ankle that
got to itching ; but I dasn’t scratch it ; and then my ear begun
to itch; and next my back, right between my shoulders.
Seemed like I'd die if I couldn’t scratch. Well, I've noticed
that thing plenty of times since. 1f you are with the quality,
or at a funeral, or trying to go to sleep when you ain’t sleepy—
if you are anywheres where it won't do for you to scratch, why
you will itch all over in upwards of a thousand places. Pretty
soon Jim says:

“Say—who is you? Whar is you? Dog my cats ef I
didn’ hear sumf’n. Well, I knows what I's gwyne to do. I's
gwyne to set down here and listen tell I hears it agin.”

So he set down on the ground betwizxt me and Tom. He
leaned his back up against a tree, and stretched his legs out
till one of them most touched one of mine. - My nose begun to
itch, Tt itched till the tears come into my eyes. But I dasn’t
“cratch, Then it begun to itch on the inside. Next I got to
itching underneath. I didn’t know how I was going to set
still.  This miserableness went on as much as six or seven
minutes ; but it seemed a sight longer than that. I was itch-
ing in eleven different places now. I reckoned I couldn’t stand
it more'n a minute longer, but I set my teeth hard and got
ready to try. Just then Jim begun to breathe heavy ; next he
begun to snore—and then I was pretty soon comfortable again.

Tom he made a sign to me—kind of a little noise with his
mouth—and we went creeping away on our hands and knees.
When we was ten foot off, Tom whispered to me and wanted
totie Jim to the tree for fun; but I said no; he might wake
and make a disturbance, and then they’d find out I warn’t in.
Then Tom said he hadn’t got candles enough, and he would
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slip in the kitchen and get some more. I didn’t want him to

“try. I said Jim might wake up and come. But Tom wanted
to resk it ; so we slid in there and got three candles, and Tom
laid five cents on the table for pay. Then we got out, and I
was in a sweat to get away ; but nothing would do Tom but he
must crawl to where Jim was, on his hands and knees, and
play something on him. I waited, and it seemed a good while,
everything was so still and lonesome.

. As soon as Tom was back, we cut along the path, around
the garden fence, and by-and-by fetched up on the steep top
of the hill the other side of the house. Tom said he slipped
Jim’s hat off of his head and hung it on a limb right over him,
and Jim stirred a little, but he didn’t wake. Afterwards Jim
said the witches bewitched him and put him in a trance, and
rode him all over the State, and then set him under the trees
again and hung his hat on a limb to show who done it. And
next time Jim told it he said they rode him down to New
Orleans; and after that, every time he told it he spread it
more and more, till by-and-by he said they rode him all over
the world, and tired him most to death, and his back was all
over saddle-boils. Jim was monstrous proud about it, and he
got so he wouldn’t hardly notice the other niggers. Niggers
would come miles to hear Jim tell about it, and he was more
looked up to than any nigger in that country. Strange niggers
would stand with their mouths open and look him all over,
same as if he was a wonder. Niggers is always talking about
witches in the dark by the kitchen fire; but whenever one
was talking and letting on to know all about such things, Jim
would happen in and say, “Hm! What you know ’bout
witches?” and that nigger was corked up and had to takea
back seat. Jim always kept that five-center piece around his
neck with a string, and said it was a charm the devil give to
him with his own lLands and told him he could cure anybody
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with it and fetch witches whenever he wanted to, just by say-
ing something to it; but he never told what it was he said to
it. Niggers would come from all around there and give Jim
anything they had, just for a sight of that five-center piece ;
but they wouldn’t touch it, because the devil had had his
hands on it. Jim was most ruined, for a servant, because he

Jiym !

got so stuck up on account of having seen the devil and been
rode by witches.

Well, when Tom and me got to the edge of the hill-top, we
looked away down into the village ard could see three or four
lights twickling, where there was sick folks, maybe; and the
stars over us was sparkling ever so fine; and down by the
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village was the river, a whole mile broad, and awful still and
grand. We went down the hill and found Jo Harper, and Ben
Rogers, and two or three more of the boys, hid in the old tan-
yard. So we unhitched a skiff and pulled down the river two
mile and a half, to the big scar on the hillside, and went ashore.

We went to a clump of bushes, and Tom made everybody

& I'd a - e
TOM SAWYER'S BAND OF ROBBERS.

swear to keep the secret, and then showed them a hole in the
hill, right in the thickest part of the bushes. Then we lit the
candles and crawled in on our hands and knees. We went
about two hundred yards, and then the cave opened up. Tom
poked about amongst the passages and pretty soon ducked
under a weall where you wouldn’t a noticed that there was a
hole. We went along a narrow place and got into a kind of
room, all damp and sweaty and cold, and there we stopped.
Tom says:
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“Now we'll start this band of robbers and call it Tom
Sawyer’s Gang. Everybody that wants to join has got to take
an oath, and write his name in blood.”

Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paper
that he had wrote the oath on, and read it. It swore every
boy to stick to the band, and never tell any of the secrets; and
if anybody done anything to any boy in the band, whichever
boy was ordered to kill that person and his family must do it,
and he mustn’t eat and he mustn’t sleep till he had killed them
and hacked a cross in their breasts, which was the sign of the
band. And nobody that didn’t belong to the band could use
that mark, and if he did he must be sued; and if he done it
again he must be killed. And if anybody that belonged to the
band told the secrets, he must have his throat cut, and then
have his carcass burnt up and the ashes scattered all around,
and his name blotted off of the list with blood and never men-
tioned again by the gang, but have a curse put on it and be
forgot, for ever.

Everybody said it was a real beautiful oath, and asked Tom
if he got it out of his own head. He said, some of it, but the
rest was out of pirate books, and robber books, and every gang
that was high-toned had it.

Some thought it would be good to kill the families of boys
that told the secrets. Tom said it was a good idea, so he took
a pencil and wrote it in. Then Ben Rogers says:

“Here's Huck Finn, he hain’t got no family—what you
going to do ’bout him ? ”

“Well, hain’t he got a father ? ” says Tom Sawyer.

“Yes, he's got a father, but you can’t never find him, these
days. He used to lay drunk with the hogs in the tanyard,
but he hain’t been seen in these parts for a year or more.”

They talked it over, and they was going to rule me out,
because they said every boy must have a family or somebody
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to kill, or else it wouldn’t be fair and square for the others.
Well, nobody could think of anything to do—everybody was
stumped, and set still. I was most ready to cry; but all at
once I thought of a way, and so I offered them Miss Watson—
they could kill her. Everybody said :

“QOh, she’ll do, she’ll do. That’s all right. Huck can
come in.”

Then they all stuck a pin in their fingers to get blood to
sign with, and I made my mark on the paper.

““ Now,” says Ben Rogers, ¢ what’s the line of business of
this Gang?”

¢ Nothing only robbery and murder,” Tom said.

“But who are we going to rob? houses—or cattle—

”

or

«Stuff! stealing cattle and such t}ﬁngs ain’t robbery, it’s
burglary,” says Tom Sawyer. “ We ain’t burglars. That ain't
no sort of style. We are highwaymen. We stop stages and
carriages on the road, with masks on, and kill the people and
take their watches and money.”

¢ Must we always kill the people ?”

¢ Oh, certainly. It’s best. Some authorities think diffe-
rent, but mostly it’s considered best to kill them. Except some
that you bring to the cave here and keep them till they’re
ransomed.”

¢ Ransomed? What's that?”

“I don’t know. But that’s what they do. I've seen it in
books ; and so of course that’s what we’ve got to do.”

¢ But how can we do it if we don’t know what it is?”

“ Why blame it all, we've got to do it. Don’t I tell you it’s
in the books? Do you want to go to doing different from
what’s in the books, and get things all muddled up?”

¢ Oh, that’s all very fine to say, Tom Sawyer, but how in
the nation are these fellows going to be ransomed if we don’t
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know how to do it to them ? that’s the thing I want to get at.
Now what do you reckon it is? ”

“Well, I don’t know. But per'aps if we keep them till
they’re ransomed, it means that we keep them till they’re dead.”

“Now, that’s something like. That’ll answer. Why couldn’t
you said that before ? We’'ll keep them till they’re ransomed
to death—and a bothersome lot they’ll be, too, eating up every-
thing and always trying to get loose.”

“How you talk, Ben Rogers. How can they get loose when
there’s a guard over them, ready to shoot them down if they
move a peg ?”

“A guard. Well, that is good. So somebody’s got to set
up all night and never get any sleep, just so as to watch them.
I think that’s foolishness. Why can’t a body take a club and
ransom them as soon as they get here ?”

“Because it ain’t in the books so—-that’s why. Now Ben
Rogers, do you want to do things regular, or dont you?—
that’s the idea. Don’t you reckon that the people that made
the books knows what’s the correct thing to do? Do you
reckon yow can learn ’em anything? Not by a good deal.
No, sir, we’ll just go on and ransom them in the regular way.”

“All right. I don’t mind; but I say it’s a fool way, any-
how. Say—do we kill the women, too ?”

“Well, Ben Rogers, if I was as ignorant as you I wouldn’t
let on. Kill the women? No—nobody ever saw anything in
the books like that. You fetch them to the cave, and you're
always as polite as pie to them; and by-aund-by they fall in
love with you and never want to go home any more.”

“Well, if that's the way, I'm agreed, but I don’t take no
stock in it. Mighty soon we’ll have the cave so cluttered up
with women, and fellows waiting to be ransomed, that there
won't be no place for the robbers. But go ahead, I ain’t got
nothing to say.”
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Little Tommy Barnes was asleep, now, and when they waked
him up he was scared, and cried, and said he wanted to go
home to his ma, and didn’t want to be a robber any more.

So they all made fun of him, and called him cry-baby, and
that made him mad, and he said he would go straight and tell
all the secrets. But Tom give him five cents to keep quiet,
and said we would all go home and meet next week and rob
somebody and kill some people.

Ben Rogers said he couldn’t get out much, only Sundays,
and so he wanted to begin next Sunday; but all the boys said
it would be wicked to do it on Sunday, and that settled the
thing. They agreed to get together and fix a day as soon as
they could, and then we elected Tom Sawyer first captain and

- Jo Harper second captain of the Gang, and so started home.

I clumb up the shed and crept into my window just before
day® was breaking. My new clothes was all greased up and
clayey, and I was dog-tired.

——

HUCK CRELPS INTO HIS WINBPOW.



C haibb[er .

MISS WATSON'S LECTURE.

, I got a good going-over in

the morning, from old Miss
Watson, on account of my
clothes ; but the widow she
didn’t scold, but only cleaned
off the grease and clay, and
looked so sorry that I
thought I would behave a
while if I could. Then Miss
Watson she took me in the
closet. and prayed, but noth-
ing come of it. She told
me to pray every day, and
whatever I asked for I would
get it. But it warn’t so. I
tried it. Once I got a fish-
line, but no hooks. It warn't
any good to me without

looks, I tried for the hooks three or four times, but somehow
I couldn't make it work. By-and-by, one day, I asked Miss
Watson to try for me, but she said I was a fool. She never
told me why, and I couldn’t make it out no way.

I set down, one time, back in the woods, and had a long
think about it. I says to myself, if a body can get anything

C
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they pray for, why don’t Deacon Winn get back the money he
lost on pork ? Why can’t the widow get back her silver snuff-
box that was stole? Why can’t Miss Watson fat up? No,
says I to myself, there ain’t nothing in it. I went and told the
widow about it, and she said the thing a body could get by
praying for it was ¢ spiritual gifts.” This was too many for
me, but she told me what she meant—I must help other
people, and do everything I could for other people, and look
out for them all the time, and never think about myself. This
was including Miss Watson, as I took it. I went out in the
woods and turned it over in my mind a long time, but I couldn’t
see no advantage about it—except for the other people—so at
last I reckoned I wouldn’t worry about it any more, but just
let it go. Sometimes the widow would take me one side
and talk about Providence in a way to make a body’s mouth
water ; but maybe next day Miss Watson would take hold and
knock it all down again. I judged I could see that there was
two Providences, and a poor chap would stand considerable
show with the widow’s Providence, but if Miss Watson’s got
him there warn’t no help for him any more. I thought it all
out, and reckoned I would belong to the widow’s, if he wanted
me, though I couldn’t make out how he was agoing to be any
better off then than what he was before, seeing I was so igno-
rant and so kind of low-down and ornery.

Pap he hadn’t been seen for more than a year, and that was
comfortable for me; I didn’t want to see him no more. He
used to always whale me when he was sober and could get his
hands on me ; though I used to take to the woods most of the
time when he was around. Well, about this time he was found
in the river drowned, about twelve mile above town, so people
said. Theyjudged it was him, anyway ; said this drowned man
was just his size, and was ragged, and had uncommon long hair
—which was all like pap—but they couldn’t make nothing out
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of the face, because it had been in the water so long it warn’t
much like a face at all. They said he was floating on his back
in the water. They took him and buried him on the bank.
But I warn’t comfortable long, because I happened to think of
something. I knowed mighty well that a drownded man don’t
float on his back, but on his face. So I knowed, then, that this
warn’t pap, but a woman dressed up in a man’s clothes. So I
was uncomfortable again. I judged the old man would turn
up again by-and-by, though I wished he wouldn’t.

We played robbers now and then about a month, and then I
resigned. All the boys did. We hadn’t robbed nobody, we
badn’t killed any people, but only just pretended. We used to
hop out of the woods and go charging down on hog-drovers and
women in carts taking garden stuff to market, but we never
hived any of them. Tom Sawyer called the hogs “ ingots,” and
he called the turnips and stuff  julery,” and we would go to the
cave and pow-wow over what we had done and how many people
we had killed and marked. But I couldn’t see no profit in it.
One time Tom sent a boy to run about town with a blazing
stick, which he called a slogan (which was the sign for the
Gang to get together), and then he said he had got secret news
by his spies that next day a whole parcel of Spanish merchants
and rich A-rabs was going to camp in Cave Hollow with two
hundred elephants, and six hundred camels, and over a thousand
“sumter” mules, all loaded down with di’monds, and they
didn*t have only a guard of four hundred soldiers, and so we
would lay in ambuscade, as he called it, and kill the lot and
scoop the things. He said we must slick up our swords and
guns, and get ready. He never could go after even a turnip-
cart but he must have the swords and guns all scoured up for
it; though they was only lath and broom-sticks, and you
might scour at them till you rotted, and then they warn’t worth
2 mouthful of ashes more than what they was before. I didn’t

c2
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believe we could lick such a crowd of Spaniards and A-rabs,
but I wanted to see the camels and elephants, so I was on hand
next day, Saturday, in thc ambuscade ; and when we got the
word, we rushed out of the woods and down the hill. But

>

N
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THE ROBBERS DISPERSED.

there warn’t no Spaniards and A-rabs, and there warnt no
camels nor no elephants. 1t warn’t anything but a Sunday-
school picnic, and only a primer-class at that. We busted it
up, and chased the children up the hollow; but we never got
anything but some dougbnuts and jam, though Ben Rogers
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got a rag doll, and Jo Harper got a hymn-book and a tract;
and then the teacher charged in and made us drop everything
and cut. I didn’t see no di’'monds, and I told Tom Sawyer so.
-He said there was loads of them there, anyway; and he said
there was A-rabs there, too, and elephants and things. I said,
why couldn’t we see them, then? He said if I warn’t so
ignorant, but had read a book called ¢ Don Quixote,” I would
know without asking. He said it was all done by enchantment.
He said there was hundreds of soldiers there, and elephants
and treasure, and so on, but we had enemies which he called
magicians, and they had turned the whole thing into an infant
Sunday school, just out of spite. I said all right, then the
thing for us to do was to go for the magicians. Tom Sawyer
said I was a numskull.

“Why,” says he, “a magician could call up a lot of genies,
and they would hash you up like nothing before you could say
Jack Robinson. They are as tall as a tree and as big around
as a church.”

«Well,” I says, “s’pose we got some gemes to he]p uUs—
can’t we lick the other crowd then ?”

“ How you going to get them ?

«“ I don’t know. How do they get them ?”

“Why, they rub an old tin lamp or an iron ring, and then
the genies come tearing in, with the thunder and lightning a-
ripping around and the smoke a-rolling, and everything they’re
told to do they up and do it. They don’t think nothing of
pulling a shot tower up by the roots, and belting a Sunday
school superintendent over the head with it-—or any other man.”

“ Who makes them tear around so?”

“ Why, whoever rubs the lamp or the ring. They belong
to whoever rubs the lamp or the ring, and they’ve got to do
whatever he says. If he tells them to build a palace forty
miles long, out of di'monds, and fill it full of chewing gum, or
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whatever you want, and fetch an emperor’s daughter from
China for you to marry, they’ve got to do it—and they’ve got
to do it before sun-up next morning, too. And more—they’ve
got to waltz that palace around over the country wherever you
want it, you understand.”

RUBBING THE LAMP.

“Well,” says I, «“I think they are a pack of flatheads for
not keeping the palace themselves ’stead of fooling them away
like that. And what’s more—if I was one of them I would see
a man in Jericho before I would drop my business and come to
him for the rubbing of an old tin lamp.”




“ONE OF TO0M SAWYERS LIES” 23

“How you talk, Huck Finn. Why, you’d have to come when
he rubbed it, whether you wanted to or not.”

“ What, and I as high as a tree and as big as a church ?
All right, then ; I would come ; but I lay I'd make that man
climb the highest tree there was in the country.”

¢« Shucks, it ain’t no use to talk to you, Huck Finn. You
don’t seem to know anything, somehow—perfect sap-head.”

I thought all this over for two or three days, and then I
reckoned I would see if there was anything in it. I got an
old tin lamp and an iron ring and went out in the woods and
rubbed and rubbed till I sweat like an Injun, calculating to
build a palace and sell it; but it warn’t no use, none of the
genies come. So then I judged that all that stuff was only
just one of Tom Sawyer’s lies. I reckoned he believed in the
A-rabs and the elephants, but as for me I think different. It
had all the marks of a Sunday school.



Ghahﬁf )

WELL, three or four
months run along,
and it was well into
the winter, now. I
had been to school
most all the time,
and could spell, and
read, and write just
a little, and could
say the multipli-
cation table up to
six times seven is
thirty-five, and I
don’treckon I could
everget any further
than that if I was
to live for ever. I
don’t take no stock
in  mathematics,
anyway.

rrtd At first I hated
the school, Lut by-and-by I got so I could stand it. Whenever
I got uncommon tired I played hookey, and the hiding I got
next day done me good and cheered me up. So the longer I
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went to school the easier it got to be. I was getting sort of
used to the widow’s ways, too, and they warn’t so raspy on me.
Living in a house, and sleeping in a bed, pulled on me pretty
tight, mostly, but before the cold weather I used to slide out
and sleep in the woods, sometimes, and so that was a rest to
me. I liked the old ways best, but I was getting so [ liked
the new ones, too, a little bit. The widow said I was coming
along slow but sure, and doing very satisfactory. She said she
warn't ashamed of me.

One morning I happened to turn over the salt-cellar at
breakfast. I reached for some of it as quick as I could, to
throw over my left shoulder and keep off the bad luck, but
Miss Watson was in ahead of me, and crossed me off. She
says, “ Take your hands away, Huckleberry—what a mess you
are always making'!” The widow put in a good word for me,
but that warn’t going to keep off the bad luck, I knowed that
well enough. I started out, after breakfast, feeling worried
and shaky, and wondering where it was going to fall on me,
and what it was going to be. There is ways to keep off some
kinds of bad luck, but this wasn’t one of them kind; so I never
tried to do anything, but just poked along low-spirited and on
the watch-out.

I went down the front garden and clumb over the stile,
where you go through the high board fence. There was an
inch of new snow on the ground, and I seen somebody’s tracks.
They had come up from the quarry and stood around the stile
a while, and then went on around the garden fence. It was
fonny they hadn’t come in, after standing around so. I
couldn’t make it out. It was very curious, somehow. I was
going to follow around, but I stooped down to look at the
tracks first. I didn’t notice anything at first, but next I did.
There was a cross in the left boot-heel made with big nails, to
keep off the devil.



26 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

I was up in a second and shinning down the hill. I looked
over my shoulder every now and then, but I didn’t see no-
body. I was at Judge Thatcher’s as quick as I could get there.
He said :

“ Why, my boy, you are all out of breath. Did you come
for your interest ? ”

JUDGE THATCHER SURPRISED.

¢« No, sir,” I says; “is there some for me ? ”

 Oh, yes, a half-yearly is in, last night. Over a hundred
and fifty dollars. Quite a fortune for you. You better let me
invest it along with your six thousand, because if you take it
you'll spend it.”

% No, sir,” I says, “I don’t want to spend it. I don’t want
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it at all—nor the six thousand, nuther. I want you to take
it; I want to give it to you—the six thousand and all.”

He looked surprised. He couldn’t seem to make it out.
He says:

“Why, what can you mean, my boy ? ”

I says, “ Don’t you ask me no questions about it, please.
You'll take it—won’t you ? ”

He says:

“Well, I'm puzzled. Is something the matter ?”

“Please take it,” says I, “ and don’t ask me nothing—then
I won’t have to tell no lies.”

He studied a while, and then he says:

“QOho-o. I think I see. You want to sell all your pro-
perty to me—not give it. That’s the correct idea.”

Then he wrote something on a paper and read it over, and
says :

“There—you see it says ¢ for a consideration.” That means
I have bought it of you and paid you for it. Here’s a dollar
for you. Now, you sign it.”

So I signed it, and left.

Miss Watson’s nigger, Jim, had a hair-ball as big as your
fist, which had been took out of the fourth stomach of an ox,
and he used to do magic with it. He said thére was a spirit
inside of it, and it knowed everything. So I went to him that
night and told him pap was here again, for I found his tracks
in the snow. What I wanted to know, was, what he was going
to do, and was he going to stay? Jim got out his hair-ball,
and said something over it,and then he held it up and dropped
it on the floor. It fell pretty solid, and only rolled about an
inch. Jim tried it again, and then another time, and it acted
just the same. Jim got down on his knees and put his ear
against it and listened. But it warn’t no use; he said it
wouldn’t talk. He said sometimes it wouldn’t talk without
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money. I told him I had an old slick counterfeit quarter that
warn’t no good because the brass showed through the silver a
little, and it wouldn’t pass nohow, even if the brass didn't
show, because it was so slick it felt greasy, and so that would
tell on it every time. (I reckoned I wouldn’t say nothing
about the dollar I got from the judge.) I said it was pretty

JIM LISTENING.

bad money, but maybe the hair-ball would take it, because
maybe it wouldn’t know the difference. Jim smelt it, and bit
it, and rubbed it, and said he would manage so the hair-ball
would think it was good. He said he would split open a raw
Irish potato and stick the quarter in between and keep it there
all night, and next morning you couldn’t see no brass, and it
wouldn’t feel greasy no more, and so anybody in town would
take it in a minute, let alone a hair-ball. Well, I knowed a
potato would do that, before, but I had forgot it.

Jim put the quarter under the hair-ball and got down and
listened again. This time he said the hair-ball was all right.
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He said it would tell my whole fortune if I ianted it to. I
says, go on. So the hair-ball talked to Jim, and Jim told it to
me. He says:-

“Yo’ ole father doan’ know, yit, what he’s a-gwyne to do.
Sometimes he spec he’ll go ‘way, en den agin he spec he’ll
stay. De bes’ way is to res’ easy en let de ole man take his
own way. Dey’s two angels hoverin’ roun’ ’bout him. One uv
‘em is white en shiny, en t’other one is black. De white one
gits him to go right, a little while, den de black one sail in en
bust it all up. A body can’t tell, yit, which one gwyne to fetch
him at de las’. But you is all right. You gwyne to have con-
sidable trouble in yo’ life, en considable joy. Sometimes you
gwyne to git hurt, en sometimes you gwyne to git sick; but
every time you’s gwyne to git well agin. Dey’s two gals flyin’
’bout you in yo’ life. One uv’em’s light en t’other one is dark.
One is rich en t'other is po’. You’s gwyne to marry de po’ one
fust en de rich one by-en-by. You want to keep 'way fum de
water as much as you kin, en don’t run no resk, ’kase it’s down
in de bills dat you’s gwyne to git hung.”

When I lit my candle and went up to my room that night,
there set pap, his own se!f!



{C hapler '

i T HAD shut the door to.
Then I turned around,
and there he was. I
used to be scared of
him all the time, he
tanned me so much. I
reckoned I was scared
now, too; but in a
minute I see I was
mistaken. That is,
after the first jolt, as
you may say, when my
breath sort of hitched
—he being so unex-
pected ; but right a-
way after, I see I warn’t
scared of him worth
bothering about.
He was most fifty,
“rap” and he looked it. His
hair was long and tangled and greasy, and hung down, and you
could see his eyes shining through like he was behind vines.
It was all black, no gray; so was his long, mixed-up whiskers.
There warn’t no colour in his face, where his face showed; it
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was white ; not like another man’s white, but a white to make
a body sick, a white to make a body’s flesh crawl—a tree-toad
white, a fish-belly white. As for his clothes—just rags, that
wasall. He had one ankle resting on t'other knee; the boot
on that foot was busted, and two of his toes stuck through,
and he worked them now and then. His hat was laying on
the floor; an old black slouch with the top caved in, like a
lid.

I stood a-looking at him ; he set there a-looking at me,
with his chair tilted back a little. I set the candle down. I
noticed the window was up ; so he had clumb in by the shed.
He kept a-looking me all over. By-and-by he says:

“Starchy clothes—very. You think you’re a good deal of
a big-bug, don’t you? ”

“Maybe I am, maybe I ain't,” I says.

“Don’t you give me none o’ your lip,” says he. *You've
put on considerble many frills since I been away. I'll take
you down a peg before I get done with you. You're educated,
too, they say ; can read and write. You think youre better'n
your father, now, don’t you, because he can’t? I’ll take it out
of you. 'Who told you you might meddle with such hifalut’n
foolishness, hey ?—who told you you could ? '

“The widow. She told me.”

“The widow, hey —and who told the widow she could put
in her shovel about a thing that ain’t none of her business ? ”

“Nobody never told her.” '

“Well, I’ll learn her how to meddle. And looky here—
You drop that school, you hear? I’ll learn people to bring up
a boy to put on airs over his own father and let on to be better'n
what ke is. You lemme catch you fooling around that school
again, you hear? Your mother couldn’t read, and she couldn’t
write, nuther, before she died. None of the family couldn’t,
before they died. I can’t; and here you're a-swelling yourself
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up like this. I ain’t the man to stand it—you hear? Say —
letnme hear you read.” :
I took up a book and begun something about General
Washington and the wars. When I'd read about a half minute,
he fetched the book a whack with his hand and knocked it
across the house. He says:
“It’sso. Youcando it. I had my doubts when you told

HUCK AND HIS FATHER.

me. Now looky here ; you stop that putting on frills. I won't
have it. I'll lay for you, my smarty ; and if I catch you about
that school I'll tan you good. First you know you'll get religion,
too. I never see such a son.”

He took up a little blue and yaller picture of some cows and
a boy, and says :

“What’s this ? ”

“It’s something they give me for learning my lessons good.”
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He tore it up, and says:

“I'll give you something better—I'll give you a cowhide.”

He set there a-mumbling and a-growling a minute, and
then he says:

“ Ain’t you a sweet-scented dandy, though ? A bed; and
bedclothes ; and a look’n-glass ; and a piece of carpet on the
floor—and your own father got to sleep with the hogs in the
tanyard. I never see such a son. I bet I'll take some o these
frills out o’ you before I'm done with you. Why, there ain’t no
end to your airs—they say you're rich. Hey ?—how’s that ?*

“They lie—that’s how.”

“ Looky here—mind how you talk to me; I'm a-standing
about all I can stand, now—so don’t gimme no sass. I've been
in town two days, and I hain’t heard nothing but about you
bein’ rich. I heard about it away down the river, too. That’s
why I come. You git me that money to-morrow—I want it.”

I hain’t got no money.” ’

“It’s a lie. Judge Thatcher’s got it. You git it. I want
it.”

“ I hain’t got no money, I tell you. You ask Judge That-
cher; he'll tell you the same.”

“All right. I’ll ask him; and I'll make him pungle, too,
or I'll know the reason why. Say—how much you got in your
pocket ? I want it.”

“T hain’t got only a dollar, and I want that to —-"

“It don’t make no difference what you want it for—you just
shell it out.” .

He took it and bit it to see if it was good, and then he said
he was going down town to get some whisky; said he hadn’t
bad a drink all day. When he had got out on the shed, he put
his head in again, and cussed me for putting on frills and try-
ing to be better than him ; and when I reckoned he was gone,
he came back and put his head in again, and told me to mind

: D
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about that school, because he was going to lay for me and lick
me if I didn’t drop that.

Next day he was drunk, and he went to J udge Thatcher’s
and bullyragged him and tried to make him give up the
money, but he couldn’t, and then he swore he'd make the law
force him.

The judge and the widow went to law to get the court to
take me away from him aund let one of them be my guardian ;
but it was a new judge that had just come, and he didn’t know
the old man; so he said courts mustn’t interfere and separate
families if they could help it; said he’d druther not take a
child away from its father. So Judge Thatcher and the widow
had to quit on the business.

That pleased the old man till he couldn’t rest. He said he'd
cowhide me till I was black and blue if I didn’t raise some
money for him. I borrowed three dollars from Judge Thatcher,
and pap took it and got drunk and went a-blowing around and
cussing and whooping and carrying on; and he kept it up all

over town, with a tin pan, till most midnight; then they jailed |

him, and next day they had him before court, and jailed him
again for a week. But he said ke was satisfied ; said he was
boss of ‘his son, and he’d make it warm for him.

When he got out the new judge said he was agoing to make
a man of him. So he took him to his own house, and dressed
him up clean and nice, and had him to breakfast and dinner
and supper with the family, and was just old pie to him, so to
speak. And after supper he talked to him about temperance
and such things till the old man cried, and said he'd been a
fool, and fooled away his life ; but now he was agoing to turn
over a new leaf and be a man nobody wouldn’t be ashamed of,
and he hoped the judge would help him and not look down on
him. The judge said he could hug him for them words ; so ke
cried, and his wife she cried again ; pap said he’d been a man
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that had aways been misunderstood before, and the judge said
he believed it. The old man said that what a man wanted that
was down, was sympathy; and the judge said it was so; so
they cried again. And when it was bedtime, the old man rose
up and held out his*hand, and says:

“Look at it, gentlemen, and ladies all; take ahold of it;
shake it. There’s a hand that was the hand of a hog; but it

REFORMING THE DRUNKARD.

ain’t so no more; it’s the hand of a man that’s started in on a
new life, and ’ll die before he’ll go back. You mark them
words—don’t forget I said them. It’s a clean hand now ; shake
it—don't be afeard.”

So they shook it, one after the other, all around, and cried.
The judge’s wife she kissed it. Then the old man he signed a
pledge—made his mark. The judge said it was the holiest
time on record, or something like that. Then they tucked the

D2
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old man into a beautiful room, which was the spare room, and
in the night sometime he got powerful thirsty and clumb out
on to the porch-roof and slid down a stanchion and traded his
new coat for a jug of forty-rod, and clumb back again and had
a good old time; and towards daylight he crawled out again,
drunk as a fiddler, and rolled off the porch and broke his left
arm in two places and was most froze to death when somebody
found him after sun-up. And when they come to look at that
spare room, they had to take soundings before they could navi-
gate it.

The judge he felt kind of sore. He said he reckoned a
body could reform the ole man with a shot-gun, maybe, but he
didn’t know no other way.

FALLING FROM GRACE.
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GETTING OUT OF THE WAY.

Shabler

, pretty soon the old man wus up

and around again, and then
he went for Judge Thatcher
in the courts to make him
give up that money, and he
went for me, too, for not
stopping school. He catched
me a couple of times and
thrashed me, but I went to
school just the same, and
dodged him or out-run him
most of the time. I didn’t
want to go to school much,
before, but I reckoned I'd

go now to spite pap. That
law trial was a slow business ;
appeared like they warn’t
ever going to get started on

it; so every now and then I'd borrow two or three dollars off of
the judge for him, to keep from getting a cowhiding. Every time
he got money he got drunk ; and every time he got drunk he
riised Cain around town; and every time he raised Cain he
got jailed. He was just suited—this kind of thing was rlght in

his line,
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He got to hanging around the widow’s too much, and so
she told him at last, that if he didn’t quit using around there
she would make trouble for him. Well, wasn’t he mad? He
said he would show who was Huck Finn’s boss. So he watched

*«_out for me one day in the spring, and catched me, and took

me up the river about three mile, in a skiff, and crossed over
to the Illinois shore where it was woody and there warn’t no
houses but an old log hut in a place where the timber was so
thick you couldn't find it if you didn’t know where it was.

He kept me with him all the time, and I never got a chance
to run off. We lived in that old cabin, and he always locked
the door and put the key under his head, nights. He had a
gun which he had stole, I reckon, and we fished and hunted,
and that was what we lived on. Every little while he locked
me in and went down to the store, three miles to the ferry,
and traded fish and game for whisky and fetched it home and
got drunk and had a good time, and licked me. The widow
she found out where I was by-and-by, and she sent a man over
to try to get hold of me, but pap drove him off with the gun,
and it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I
was, and liked it, all but the cowhide part.

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day,
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and
I didn’t see how I'd ever got to like it so well at the widow’s,
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and
go to bed and get up regular, and be for ever bothering over a
book and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time:
I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing,
because the widow didn’t like it ; but now I tcok to it again
because pap hadn’t no ohjections. It was pretty good times
up in the woods there, take it all around.

But by-and-by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I
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couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away
so much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and
was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he
had got drowned and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more.
Iwas scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to
leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time,
but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big
enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the

SOLTD COMFORT.

chimbly, it was too narrow. The door was thick solid oak slabs.
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the
cabin when he was away ; I reckon I had hunted the place over
a3 much as a hundred times ; well, I was ‘most all the time at
it, because it was about the only way to put in the time. But
this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty
wood-saw without any handle ; it was laid in between a rafter
and the clapbcards of the roof. I greased it up and went to
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work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs
at the far end of the cabin behind ¢he table, to keep the wind
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle’ out.
I got under the table and raised the blanket and went to
work to saw a section of the big bettom log out, big enough to
let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting
towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in.

Pap warn’t in a good humour—so he was his natural self. |

He said he was down to town, and everything was going wrong.
His lawyer said he reckoned he-would win his lawsuit and get
the money, if they ever got started on the trial; but then
there was ways to put it off a long time, and Judge Thatcher
knowed how to do it. And he said people allowed there’d be
another trial to get me away from him and give me to the
widow for my guardian, and they guessed it would win, this
time. This shook me up considerable, because I didn’t want
to go back to the widow’s any more and be so cramped up, and
sivilised, as they called it. Then the old man got to cussing,
and cussed everything and everybody he could think of, and
then cussed them-all over again to make sure he hadn’t skipped
any, and after that he polished off with a kind of a general cuss
all round, including a considerable parcel of people which he
didn’t know the names of, and so called them what’s-his-name,
when he got to them, and went right along with his cussing.

He said he would like to see the widow get me. He said
he would watch out, and if they tried to come any such game
on him he knowed of a place six or seven mile off, to stow me
in, where they might hunt till they dropped and they couldn’
find me. That made me pretty uneasy again, but only for a
minute ; I reckoned I wouldn’t stay on hand till he got that
chance.
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The old man made me go to the skiff and fetch the things
he had got. There was a fifty-pound sack of corn meal, and a
side of bacon, ammunition, and a four-gallon jug of whisky,
and an old book and two newspapers for wadding, besides some
tow. I toted up a load, and went back and set down on the

THINKING IT OVER.

bow of the skiff to rest. I thought it all over, and I reckoned
I would walk off with the gun and some lines, and take to the
woods when I run away. I guessed I wouldn’t stay in ome
Place, but just tramp right across the country, mostly night
times, and hunt and fish to keep alive, and so get so far away
that the old man nor the widow couldn’t ever find me any more.
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I judged I would saw out and leave that night if pap got drunk
enough, and I reckoned he would. I got so full of it I didn't
notice how long I was staying, till the old man hollered and
asked me whether I was asleep or drownded.

I got the things all up to the cabin, and then it was about
dark. While I was cooking supper the old man took a swig or
two and got sort of warmed up, and went to ripping again.
He had been drunk over in town, and laid in the gutter all
night, and he was a sight to look at. A body would a thought
he was Adam, he was just all mud. Whenever his liquor begun
to work, he most always went for the govment. This time he
says:

% Call this a govment! why, just look at it and see what it’s
like. Here's the law a-standing ready to take a man’s son away
from him—a man’s ot%vn son, which he has had all the trouble
and all the anxiety and all the expense of raising. Yes, just
as that man has got that son raised at last, and ready to go to
work and begin to do suthin’ for 2im and give him a rest, the
law up and goes for him. And they call that govment ! That
ain’t all, nuther. The law backs that old Judge Thatcher up and
helps him to keep me out o’ my property. Here’s what the
law does. The law takes a man worth six thousand dollars and
upards, and jams him into an old trap of a cabin like this, and
lets him go round in clothes that ain’t fitten for a hog. They
call that govment! A man can’t get his rights in a govment
like this. Sometimes I've a mighty notion to just leave the
country for good and all. Yes, and I told ’em so; I told old
Thatcher so to his face. Lots of ’em heard me, and can tell
what I said. Says I, for two cents I'd leave the blamed country
and never come anear it agin. Them’s the very words. I says,
look at my hat-—if you call it a hat—but the lid raises up and
the rest of it goes down till it’s below my chin, and then it ain’t
rightly a hat at all, but more like my head was shoved up
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through a jint o’ stove-pipe. Look at it, says I—such a hat for
me to wear—one of the wealthiest men in this town, if I could
git my rights.

“Oh, yes, this is a wonderful govment, wonderful. Why,
looky here. There was a frce nigger there, from Ohio; a
mulatter, most as white as a white man. He had the whitest
shirt ¢cn you ever see, too, and the shiniest hat; and there
ain't a man in that town that’s got as fine clothes as what he
had; and he had a gold watch and chain, and a silver-headed
cane—the awfullest old grey-headed nabob in the State. And
what do you think ? they said he was a pfessor in a college,
and could talk all kinds of languages, and knowed everything.
And that ain’t the wust. They said he could vote, when hc
was at home. Well, that let me out. Thinks I, what is the
country a-coming to? It was ’lection day, and I was just about
to go aud vote, myself, if I warn't too drunk to get there; but
when they told me there was a State in this country where
they'd let that nigger vote, I drawed out. I says I'll never
vote agin. Them’s the very words I said; they all heard me ;-
and the country may rot for all me—1I'll never vote agin as long
asIlive. And to see the cool way of that nigger—why, he
wouldn’t a give me the road if I hadn’t shoved him out o’ the
way. I says to the people, why ain’t this nigger put up at
auction and sold ?—that’s what I want to know. And what do
You reckon they said ? Why, they said he couldn’t be sold
till he'd been in the State six months, and he hadn’t been
there that long yet. There, now—that’s a specimen. They
call that a govment that can’t sell a free nigger till he’s been
in the State six months. Here’s a govment that calls itself a
govment, and lets on to be a govment, and thinks it is a gov-
ment, and yet's got to set stock-still for six whole months
before it can take ahold of a prowling, thieving, infernal, white-
shirted free nigger, and ”
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Pap was agoing on so, he never noticed where his old limber
legs was taking him to, so he went head over heels over the
tub of salt pork, and barked both shins, and the rest of his
speech was all the hottest kind of language—mostly hove at
the nigger and the govment, though he give the tubs some,

—_
RAISING A HOWL,

too, all along, here and there. He hopped around the cabin
considerable, first on one leg and then on the other, holding
first one shin and then the other one, and at last he let out
with his left foot all of a sudden and fetched the tub a rattling
kick. But it warn’t good judgment, because that was the boot
that had a couple of his toes leaking out of the front end of it ;
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so now he raised a howl that fairly made a body’s hair raise,
and down he went in the dirt, and rolled there, and held his
toes; and the cussing he done then laid over anything he had
ever done previous. He said so his own self, afterwards. He
had heard old Sowberry Hagan in his best days, and he said it
laid over him, too; but I reckon that was sort of piling it on,
maybe.

After supper pap took the jug, and said he had enough
whisky there for two drunks and one delirium tremens. That
was always his word. I judged he would be blind drunk in
about an hour, and then I would steal the key, or saw myself
out, one or t’other. He drank and drank, and tumbled down
on his blankets, by-and-by ; but luck didn’t run my way. He
didn’t go sound asleep, but was uneasy. He groaned, and
moaned, and thrashed around this way and that, for a long time.
At last I got so sleepy I couldn’t keep my eyes open, all I
could do, and so before [ knowed what I was about I was sound
asleep, and the candle burning.

I dont know how long I was asleep, but all of a sudden
there was an awful scream and I was up. There was.pap,
looking wild and skipping around every which way and yelling
about snakes. He said they was crawling up his legs; and
then he would give a jump and scream, and say one had bit
Lim on the cheek—but I couldn’t see no snakes. He started
and run round and round the cabin bollering ¢ take him off!
take him off ! he’s biting me on the neck!” I never see a man
look so wild in the eyes. Pretty soon he was all fagged out, and
fell down panting; then he rolled over and over, wonderful
fast, kicking things every which way, and striking and grabbing
at the air with his hands, and screaming, and saying there was
devils ahold of him. He wore out, by-and-by, and laid still a
while, moaning. Then he laid stiller, and didn’t make a sound.
[ could hear the owls and the wolves, away off in the woods



46 TIIE ADVENTURES OF IIUCKLEBERRY FINN.

and it seemed terrible still. He was laying over by the corner.
By-and-by he raised up, part way, and listened, with his head
to one side. He says very low:

“ Tramp—tramp—tramp; that’s the dead; tramp—tramp
—tramp ; they’recoming after me ; but I won’t go— Oh, they’re
here! don’t touch me—don’t! hands off—they’re cold ; let go—
Oh, let a poor devil alone ! ” )

Then he went down on all fours and crawled off begging them
to let him alone, and he rolled himself up in his blanket and
wallowed in under the old pine table, still a-begging; and
then he went to crying. I could hear him through the
blanket. :

By-and-by he rolled out and jumped up on his feet looking
wild, and he see me and went forme. He chased me round and
round the place with a clasp-knife, calling me tlie Angel of Death,
and saying he would kill me, and then I couldn’t come for him no
more. I begged, and told him I was only Huck, but he laughed
such a screechy laugh, and roared and cussed, and kept on
chasing me up. Once when I turned short and dodged under
his arm he made a grab and got me by the jacket between my
shoulders, and I thought I was gone; but I slid out of the
jacket quick as lightning, and saved myself. Pretty soon he
was all tired out, and dropped down with his back against the
door, and said he would rest a minute and then kill me. He
put his knife under him, and said he would sleep and get strong,
and then he would see who was who.

So he dozed off, pretty soon. By-and-by I got the old split-
bottom chair and clumb up, as easy as I could, not to make any
noise, and got down the gun. I slipped the ramrod down it to
make sure it was loaded, and then I laid it across the turnip
barrel, pointing towards pap, and set down behind it to wait
for him to stir. And how slow and still the time did drag
along.
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“g@ir ur.”

up! what you 'bout!”

I opened my eyes
and looked around,
trying to make out
where I was. It was
after sun-up, and I
had been sound asleep.
Pap was standing over
me, looking sour—

“and sick, too. He
says—

“What you doin’
with this gun?”

I judged hedidn’t
know mothing -about
what he had been
doing, so I says:

“Somebody tried to get in, so I was laying for him.”

“ Why didn’t you roust me out ? ”

“Well, I tried to, but I couldn’t ; I couldn’t budge you.”
“Well, all right. Don’t stand there palavering all day, but
out with you and see if there’s a fish on the lines for breakfast.

I'll ba along in a minute.”
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He unlocked the door and I cleared out, up the river bank.
I noticed some pieces of limbs and such things floating down,
and a sprinkling of bark; so I knowed the river had begun to
rise. I reckoned I would have great times, now, if I was' over
at the town. The June rise used to be always luck for me;
because as soon as that rise begins, here comes cord-wood float-
ing down, and pieces of log rafts—sometimes a dozen logs
together; so all you have to do is to catch them and sell them
to the wood yards and the sawmill.

I went' along up the bark with one eye out for pap and
t'other one out for what the-rise might fetch along. Well, all
at once, here comes a canoe; just a beauty, too, about thirteen
or fourteen foot long, riding high like a duck. I shot head first
off of the bank, like a frog, clothes and all on, and struck out
for the canoe. I just expected there'd be somebody laying
down in it, because people often done that to fool folks, and
when a chap had pulled a skiff out most to it they’d raise up
and laugh at him. But it warn’t so this time. It was a drift-
canoe, sure enough, and I clumb in and paddled her ashore.
Thinks I, the old man will be glad when he sees this—she’s
worth ten dollars. But when I got to shore pap wasn’t in
sight yet, and as I was running her into a little creek like a
gully, all hung over with vines and willows, I struck another
idea ; I judged I'd hide her good, and then, stead of taking to
the woods when I run off, I'd go down the river about fifty mile
and camp in one place for good, and not have sucha rough time
tramping on foot.

It was pretty close to the shanty, and I thought I heard
the old man coming, all the time; but I got her hid ; and
then I out and looked around a bunch of willows, and there
was the old man down the path apiece just drawing a bead on
a bird with his gun. So he hadn’t seen anything.

When he got along, I was hard at it tuking up a ¢ trot ”
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line. He abused me a little for being so slow, but I teld him
[ fell in the river and that was what made me so long. I knowed
he would see I was wet, and then he would be asking questions.
We got five cat-fish off of the lines and went home.

While we laid off, after breakfast, to sleep up, both of us
being about wore out, I got to thinking that if I could fix up

THE SHANTY.

some way to keep pap and the widow from trying to follow
e, it would be a certainer thing than trusting to luck to get
far enough off before they missed me; you see, all kinds of
things might happen. Well, I didn’t see no way for a while,
but by-and-by pap raised up a minute, to drink another barrel
of water, and he says:

“Another time a man comes a-prowling round here, you

E
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roust me out, you hear? That man warn’t here for no good.
I'd a shot him. Next time, you roust me out, you hear? ” !

Then he dropped down and went to sleep again—but what l
he had been saying give me the very idea I wanted. I saysto |
.myself, I can fix it now so nobody won’t think of following me.

About twelve o’clock we turned out and went along up the
bank. The river was coming up pretty fast, and lots of drift-
wood going by on the rise. By-and-by, along comes part of a
log raft—nine logs fast together. We went out with the skiff
and towed it ashore. Then we had dinner. Anybody but pap
would a waited and seen the day through, so as to catch more
stuff ; but that warn’t pap’s style. Nine logs was enough for
one time ; he must shove right over to town aud sell. So he
locked me in and took the skiff and started off towing the raft
about half-past three. I judged he wouldn’t come back that
night. I waited till I reckoned he had got a good start, then
I out with my saw and went to work on that log again. Before
he was t'other side of the river I was out of the hole ; him and
his raft was just a speck on the water away off yonder.

I took the sack of corn meal and took it to where the canoe
was hid, and shoved the vines and branches apart and put it in;
then I done the same with the side of bacon ; then the whisky
jug; I took all the coffee and sugar there was, and all the
ammunition ; I took the wadding; I took the bucket and
gourd, I took a dipper and a tin cup, and my old saw and two
blaukets, and the skillet and the coffee-pot. I took fish-lines
-and matches and other things—everything that was worth a
cent. I cleaned out the place. I wanted an aze, but there
wasn't any, only the one out at the wood pile, and I knowed
why I was going to leave that. I fetched out the gun, and now
I was done.

I had wore the ground a good deal, crawling out of the hole
and dragging out so many things. So I fixed that as good as
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I could from. the outside by scattering dust on the place,
which covered up the smoothness and the sawdust. Then I
fixed the piece of log back into its place, and put two rocks
under it and one against it to hold it there,—for it was bent
up at that place, and didn’t quite touch ground. If you stood
four or five foot away and didn’t know it was sawed, you
wouldn’t ever notice it ; and besides, this was the back of the

SHOOTING THE PIG.

cabin and it warn’t likely anybody would go fooling around
there. ,
It was all grass clear to the canoe ; so-I hadn’t lcft a track.
T followed around to see. I stood on the bank and looked out
over the river.  All safe. So I took the gun and went up a
Poiece into the woods and was hunting around for some birds,
when I see a wild pig; hogs soon went wild in them bottoms

E 2
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after they had got away from the prairie farms.- I shot.this’
_fellow and took him into camp. _

I took the axe and smashed in the door. I beat.it and
hacked it considerable, a-doing it. I fetched the pig in and
took him back nearly to the table and hacked into his throat
with the axe, and laid him down on the ground to bleed—I say
ground, because it was ground-—hard packed, and no boards.
Well, next I took an old sack and put a lot of big rocks in it,—
all I could drag—and I started it from the pig and dragged it to
the door and through the woods down to the river and dumped
it in, and down it sunk, out of sight. You could easy see that
something had been dragged over the ground. I did wish Tom
Sawyer was there, I knowed he would take an interest in this’
kind of business, and throw in the fancy touches. Nobody
could spread himself like Tom Sawyer in such a thing as that.

Well, last I pulled out some of my hair, and bloodied the
axe good, and stuck it on the back side, and slung the axe in the
corner. Then I'took up the pig and held him to my breast with
my jacket (so he couldn’t drip) till I gota good piece below the
house and then dumped him into the river. Now I thought of
something else. So I went and got the bag of meal and my old
saw out of the canoe and fetched them to the house. I took the
bag to where it used to stand, and ripped a hole in the bottom
of it with the saw, for there warn’t no knives and forks on the
place—pap done everything with his clasp-knife, about the
cooking. Then I carried the sack about a hundred yards across
the grass and through the willows east of the house, to a shallow
lake that was five miles wide and full of rushes—and ducks too,
you might say, in the season. There was a slough or a creek
leading out of it on the other side, that went miles away, I
don’t know where, but it didn’t go to the river. The meal
sifted out and made a little track all the way to the lake. I
dropped pap’s whetstone there too, so as to look like it had
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been done by accident. Then I tied up the rip in the meal
sack with a string, so it wouldn’t leak no more, and took it and
my saw to the canoe again.

It was about dark, now; so I dropped the canve down the
river under some willows that hung over the bank, and waited
for the moon to rise. I made fast to a willow ; then I took a
bite to eat, and by-and-by laid down in the canoe to smoke a
pipe and lay out a plan. I says to myself, they’ll follow the
track of that sackful of rocks to the shore and then drag the
river for me. And they’ll follow that meal track to the lake
and go browsing down the creek that leads out of it to find the
robbers that killed me and took the things. They won’t ever
hunt the river for anything but my dead carcass. They’ll soon
get tired of that, and won’t bother no more about me. All
right; I can stop anywhere I want to. Jackson’s Island is good
enough for me ; I know that island pretty well, and nobody
ever comes there. And then I can paddle over to town, nights,
and slink around and pick up things I want. Jackson’s Island’s’
the place.

I was pretty tired, and the first thing I knowed, I was
asleep. When I woke up I didn’t know where I was, for a
minute. I set up and looked around, a little scared. Then I
remembered. The river looked miles and miles across. The
moon was so bright I could a counted the drift logs that went
a slipping along, black and still, hundreds of yards out from
shore. Everything was dead quiet, and it looked late, and
smelt late. You know what I mean—I don’t know the words
to put it in,

I took a good gap and a stretch, and was just going to un-
hitch and start, when I heard a sound away over the water. I
listened. Pretty soon I made it out. It was that dull kind of
a regular sound that comes from oars working in rowlocks when
it’s a still night. I peeped out through the willow branches,
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and there it was—a skiff, away across the water. I couldn't
tell how many was in it. It kept a-coming, and when it was
abreast of me I see there warn’t but one man in it. Thinks I,
maybe it’s pap, though I warn’t expecting him. He dropped
below me, with the current, and by-and-by he come a-swinging
up shore in the easy water, and he went by so close I could a
reached out the gun and touched him. Well, it was pap,
sure enough—and sober, too, by the way he laid to bis oars.

TAKING A REST.

I didn’t lose no time. The next minute I was a-spinning
down stream soft but quick in the shade of the bank. I made
two mile and a half, and then struck out a quarter of a mile or
more towards the middle of the river, because pretty soon I
would be passing the ferry landing and people might see me
and hail me, I got out amongst the drift-wood and then laid
down in the bottom of the canoe and let her float. I laid there
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and had a good rest and a smoke out of my pipe, looking away
into the sky, not a cloud in it. The sky looks ever so deep
when you lay down on your back in the moonshine; I never
knowed it before. And how far a body can hear on the water
such nights! I heard people talking at the ferry landing. I
heard what they said, too, every word of it. One man said it
was getting towards the long days and the short nights, now.
T'other one said this warn’t one of the short ones, he reckoned
—and then they laughed, and he said it over again, and they
laughed again ; then they waked up another fellow and told
him, and laughed, but he didn’t laugh ; he ripped out some-
thing brisk and said let him alone. The first fellow said he
"lowed to tell it to his old woman—she would think it was pretty
good ; but he said that warn’t nothing to some things he had
said in his time. I heard one man say it was nearly three
o'clock, and he hoped daylight wouldn’t wait more than about a
week longer. After that, the talk got further and further away,
and I couldn’t make out the words any more, but I could hear
the mumble ; and now and then a laugh, too, but it seemed a
long ways off.

I was away below the ferry now. I rose up and there was
Jackson’s Island, about two mile and a half down stream, heavy-
timbered and standing up out of the middle of the river, big
and dark and solid, like a steamboat without any lights. There
warn’t any signs of the bar at the head—it was all under water
now,

It didn’t take me long to get there. I shot past the head
at a ripping rate, the current was so swift, and then I got into
the dead water and landed on the side towards the IMinois
shore. I run the canoe into a deep dent in the bank that I
knowed about ; I had to part the willow branches to get in;
and when I made fast nobody could a seen the canoe from the
outside.
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I went up and set down on a log at the head of the island
and looked out on the big river and the black driftwood, and
away over to the town, three mile away, where there was thrée
or four lights twinkling. A monstrous big lumber raft was’
about a mile up stream, coming along down, with a lantern in
the middle of it. I watched it come creeping down, and when
it was most abreast, of where I stood I heard a man say, ¢ Stern
oars, there! heave her Liead to stabboard ! ” I heard that just
as plain as if the man was by my side. T

There was a little gray in the sky, now; so I stepped inte’
the woods and laid down for a nap before breakfast.

e



SNOWINg There was a4 uue
breeze up there. A couple of
squirrels set on a limb and jabbered at me very friendly.

I was powerful lazy and comfortable—didn't want to get up
and cook breakfast. Well, I was dozing off again, when I
thinks I hears a deep sound of “ boom ! ” away up the river. I
rouses up and rests on my elbow and listens ; pretty soon I hears

IN THE WOODS.
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it again. I hopped up and went and looked out at a hole in
the leaves, and I see a bunch of smoke laying on the watera
long ways up—about abreast the ferry. And there was the
ferry-boat full of people, floating along down. I knowed what
was the matter, cow. ¢ Boom!” Isee the white smoke squirt
out of the ferry-hoat’s side. You see, they was firing cannon
over the water, trying to make my carcass come to the top.

I was pretty hungry, but it warn’t going to do for me to
start a fire, because they might see the smoke. So I set there
and watched the cannon-smoke and listened to the boom. The |
river was a mile wide, there, and it always looks pretty on a
summer morning—so I was having a good enough time seeing
them hunt for my remainders, if I only had a bite to eat.
Well, then I happened to think how they always put quicksilver
in loaves of bread and float them off because they always go
right to the drownded carcass and stop there. So says I, I'll
keep a look-out, and if any of them’s floating around after me,
I'll give them a show. I changed to the Illinois edge of the |
island to see what luck I could have, and I warn’t disappointed.
A big double loaf come along, and I most got it, with a long
stick, but my foot slipped and she floated out further. Of
course I was where the current set in the closest to the shore—
I knowed enough for that. But by-and-by along comes another
one, and this time I won. I took out the plug and shook out
the little dab of quicksilver, and set my teeth in. It was
¢ baker’s bread "—what the quality eat—none of your low-down
‘corn-pone. ‘

I got a good place amongst the leaves, and set there on a
log, munching the bread and watching the ferry-boat, and very
well satisfied. And then something struck me. I says, now I
reckon the widow or the parson or somebody prayed that this
bread would find me, and here it has gone and done it. So
there ain’t no doubt but there is something in that thing.
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That is, there’s something in it when a body like the widow or
the parson prays, but it don’t work for me, and I reckon it
don’t work for only just the right kind.

I lit a pipe and had a good long smoke and went on watch-

o
WATCHING THE BOAT.

ing. The ferry-hoat was floating with the current, and I allowed
I’d have a chance to see who was aboard when she come along,
bhecause she would come in close, where the bread did. When
she’d got -pretty well along down towards me, I put out my pipe
and went to where I fished out the bread, and laid down behind
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a log on the bank in a little open place. Where the log forked
I could peep through.:

By-and-by she come along, and she drifted in so close that
they could a run out a plank and walked ashore. Most every-
body was on the boat. Pap, and Judge Thatcher, and Bessie
Thatcher, and Jo Harper, and Tom Sawyer, and his old Aunt
Polly, and Sid and Mary, and plenty more. Everybody was
talking about the murder, but the captain broke in and says:

¢ Look sharp,now ; the current sets in the closest here, and
maybe he’s washed ashore and got tangled amongst the brush
at the water’s edge. I hope so, anyway.”

I didn’t hope so. They all crowded up and leaned over the
rails, nearly in my face, and kept still, watching with all their
might. I could see them first-rate, but they couldn’t see me.
Then the captain sung out :

“Stand away!” and the cannon let off such a blast right
before me that it made me deef with the noise and pretty near
blind with the smoke, and I judged I was gone. If they’d a
had some bullets in, I reckon they’d a got the corpse they was
after. Well, I see I warn’t hurt, thanks to goodness. The
boat floated on ard went out of sight around the shoulder of
the island. I could hear the booming, now and then, further
and further off, and by-and-by after an hour, I didn’t hear it
no more. The island was three mile long. I judged they had
got to the foot, and was giving it up. But they didn’t yet a-
while. They turned around the foot of the island and started
up the channel on the Missouri side, under steam, and booming
once in a while as they went. I crossed over to that side and
watched them. When they got abreast the head of the island
they quit shooting and dropped over to the Missouri shore and
went home to the town.

I knowed I was all right now. Nobody else would come a-
hunting after me. I got my traps out of the canoe and made
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me a nice camp in the thick woods. I made a kind of a tent
out of my blunkets to put my things under so the rain couldn’t
get at them. I catched a cat-fish and haggled him open with
my saw, and towards sundown I started my camp fire and had
supper. Then I set out a line to catch some fish for break-
fast.

When it was dark I set by my camp fire smoking, and feel-
ing pretty satisfied ; but by-and-by it got sort of lonesome, and
so I went and set on the bank and listened to the currents
washing along, and counted the stars and drift-logs and rafts
that come down, and then went to bed; there ain’t no better
way to put in time when you are lonesome ; you can't stay so,
you soon get over it.

And so for three days and nights. No difference—just the
same thing. But the next day I went exploring around down
through the island. I was boss of it ; it all belonged to me, so
to say, and I wanted to know all about it ; but mainly I wanted
to put in the time. I found plenty strawberries, ripe and
prime ; and green summer-grapes, and green razberries; and
the green blackberries was just beginning to show. They
would all come handy by-and-by, I judged.

Well, I went fooling along in the deep woods till I judged
I warn’t far from the foot of the island. I had my gun along,
but I hadn’t shot nothing; it was for protection ; thought I
would kill some game nigh home. About this time I mighty
near stepped on a good-sized snake, and it went sliding off
through the grass and flowers, and I after it, trying to get a
shot at it. I clipped along, and all of a sudden I bounded
right on to the ashes of a camp fire that was still smoking.

My heart jumped up amobngst my lungs. I never waited
for to look further, but uncocked my gun and went sneaking
back on my tip-toes as fast as ever I could. Every now and
then I stopred a sccond, amongst the thick leaves, and listened ;
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but my breath come so hard I couldn't hear nothing else. I
slunk along another piece further, then listened again ; and so
on, and so on ; if I see a stump, I took it for a man ; if I trod
on a stick and broke it, it made me feel like a person had cut
one of my breaths in two and I only got half, and the short
half, too.

DISCOVERING THE CAMP FIRE.

"When I got to camp I warn't feeling very brash, there
warn’t much sand in my craw ; but I says, this ain’t no time to
be fooling around. = So I got all my traps into my canoe again
s0 as to have them out of sight,and I put out the fire and
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scattered the ashes around to look like an old last year’s camp,
and then clumb a tree.

Ireckon I was up in the tree two hours; but I didn’t see
nothing, I didn’t hear nothing—I only thought I heard and
seen as much as a thousand things. Well, I couldn’t stay up
there for ever ; so at last I got down, but I kept in the thick
woods and on the look-out all the time. All I could get to eat
was berries and what was left over from breakfast.

By the time it was night I was pretty hungry. So when it
was good and dark, I slid out from shore before moonrise and
paddled over to the Illinois bank—abont a quarter of a mile. I
went out in the woods and cooked a supper, and I had about
made up my mind I would stay there all night, when I hear o
plunkety-plunk, plunkety-plunk, and says to myself, horses
coming ; and next I hear people’s voices. I got everything
into the canoe as quick as I could, and then went creeping
through the woods to see what I could find out. I hadnt got
far when 1 hear a man say:

“We better camp here, if we can find a good place; the
horses is about beat out. Let’s look around.”

I didn’t wait, but shoved out and paddled away easy. I
tied up in the old place, and reckoned I would sleep in the canoe.

I dido’t sleep much. I couldnt, somehow, for thinking.
And every time I waked up I thought somcbody had me by the
neck. So the sleep didn’t do me no good. By-and-by I says
to myself, I can’t live this way; I'm agoing to find out who it
is that’s here on the island with me; I'll find it out or bust.
Well, I felt better, right off.

So I took my paddle and slid out from shore just a step or
two, and then let the canoe drop along down amongst the
shadows.»¢ The moon was shining, and outside of the shadows
it made it most as light as day. I poked along well on to an
hour, everything still as rocks and sound asleep. Well, by this
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time I was most down to the foot of the island. A little ripply,
cool breeze begun to blow, and that was as good as saying the
night was about dome. I give her a turn with the paddle and
brung her nose to shore ; then I got my gun and slipped out
and into the edge of the woods. I set down there on a log and
looked out through the leaves. I sge the moon go off watch
and the darkness begin to blanket the river. But in a little
while I see a pale streak over the tree-tops, and knowed the
day was coming. So I took my gun and slipped off towards
where I had run across that camp fire, stopping every minute
or two to listen. But I hadn’t no luck, somehow ; I couldn't
seem to find the place. But by-and-by, sure enough, I catched
a glimpse of fire, away through the trees. I went for it, cautious -
and slow. By-and-by I was close enough to have a look, and
thers laid a man on the ground. It most give me the fan-tods.
e had a blanket around his head, and his head was nearly in
the fire. I set there behind a clump of bushes, in about six
foot of him, and kept my eyes on him steady. It was getting
gray daylight, now. DPretty soon he gapped, and stretched
himself, and hove off the blanket, and it was Miss Watson's
Jim! T bet I was glad to see him. I says:

¢ Hello, Jim ! ” and skipped out.

He bounced up and stared at me wild. Then he drops
down on his knees, and puts his hands together and says:

“Doan’ hurt me—don’t! I hain’t ever done no harm to a
ghos’. I awluz liked dead people, en done all I could for ’em.
You go en git in de river agin, whah you b’longs, en doan’ do
nuffn to Ole Jim, ’at 'uz awluz yo’ fren’.”

Well, I warn’t long making him understand T warn’t dead™
I was ever so glad to see Jim. I warn’t lonesome, now. I told
him I warn’t afraid of Zim tclling the people where I was. I
talked along, but he only set there and looked at me; never

said nothing. Then I says: 1

|
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“It's good daylight. Le’s get breakfast. Make up y’our
camp fire good.” . .

“What’s de use er makin’ up de camp fire to cook-straw-
bries en sich truck ? But you got a gun, hain’t you? Den we
kin git sumfn’ better dén strawbries.” S

“Strawberries and such truck,” I says. ¢ Is that what you
live on ? ”

JIM AND THE GHOST.

“I couldn’ git nuffn’ else,” he says.

“ Why, how long you been on the island, Jim ? ”

“I come heah de night arter you’s killed.”

“ What, all that time ?”

“Yes-indeedy.”

“And ain’t you had nothing but that kind of rubbage to
eat?”

“No, sah—nuffn’ else.”
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“ Well, you must be most starved, ain’t you?”

“J reck’n I could eat a hoss. I think I could. How long
you ben on de islan’?”

¢ Since the night I got killed.”

“No! Wy, what has you lived on? But you got a gun?
Oh, yes, you got & gun. Dat’s good. Now you kill sumfn’ en
I'll make up de fire.”

So we went over to where the canoe was, and while he built
a fire in a grassy open place amongst the trees, I fetched meal
and bacon and coffee, and coffee-pot and frying-pan, and sugar
and tin cups, and the nigger was set back considerable, because
he reckoned it was all done with witcheraft. I catched a good
big cat-fish, too, and Jim cleaned him with his knife, and fried
him.

When breakfast was ready, we lolled on the grass and eat it
smoking hot ; Jim laid it in with all his might, for he was most
about starved. Then when we had got pretty well stuffed, we
laid off and lazied.

By-and-by Jim says:

“But looky here, Huck, who wuz it dat ’uz killed in dat -
shanty, ef it warn’t you ? ” '

Then I told him the whole thing, and he said it was smart.
He said Tom Sawyer couldn’t get up no better plan than what |
I had. Then I says: !

“How do you come to be here, Jim, and how'd you get
here?”

He looked pretty uneasy, and didn’t say nothing for a
minute. Then he says:

“ Maybe I better not tell.”

“Why, Jim ?”

“Well, dey’s reasons. But you wouldn’ tell on me ef I 'uz
to tell you, would you, Huck ? ” :

¢ Blamed if I would, Jim.”
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“Well, I b’lieve you, Huck. I—I run off.”

“Jim!”

“But mind, you said you wouldn’t tell—you know you said
you wouldn’t tell, Huck.”

“Well, I did. Isaid I wouldn’t,and I’ll stick toit. Honest
wjun I will. People would call me a low down Ablitionist and
despise me for keeping mum—-but that don’t make no diffe-
rence. I ain’t agoing to tell, and I ain’t agoing back there
anyways. So now, le’s know all about it.”

“Well, you see, its 'uz dis way. Ole Missus—dat’s Miss
Watson—she pecks on me all de time, en treats me pooty rough,
but she awluz said she wouldn’ sell me down to Orleans. But
I'noticed dey wuz a nigger trader roun’ de place considable,
lately, en I begin to git oneasy. Well, one night I creeps to
de do’, pooty late, en de do’ warn’t quite shet, en I hear ole
missus tell the widder she gwyne to sell me down to Orleans,
but she didn’ want to, but she could git eight hund’d dollars
for me, en it ’uz sich a big stack o’ money she couldn’ resis’.
De widder she try to git her to say she wouldn’ do it, but I
never waited to hear de res’. I lit out mighty quick, I tell
you. v

“I tuck out en shin down de hill en ’spec to steal a skift
long de sho’ som’ers ’bove de town, but dey wuz pedple a-
stimin’ yit, so I hid in de ole tumble-down cooper shop on de
bank to wait for everybody to go’way. Well, I wuz dah all
night. Dey wuz somebody roun’ all de time. ’Long ’bout six
in the mawnin’, skifts begin to go by, en 'bout eight er nine
every skift dat went ’long wuz talkin’ ’bout how yo’ pap come
over to de town en say you’s killed. Dese las’ skifts wuz full o’
ladies en genlmen agoin’ over for to see de place. Sometimes
dey'd pull up at de sho’ en take a res’ b’fo’ dey started acrost,
so by de talk I got to know all "bout de killin’. I ’uz powerful
sorry you's killed, Huck, but T ain’t no mo’, now.

v2
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T laid dah under de shavins all day. I ’uz hungry, but I
warn’t afeared ; bekase I knowed ole missus en de widder wuz
goin’ to start to de camp-meetn’ right arter breakfas’ en be
gone all day, en dey knows I goes off wid de cattle ’bout day-
light, so dey wouldn’ ’spec to see me roun’ de place, en so dey
wouldn’ miss me tell arter dark in de evenin’. De yuther
servants wouldn’ miss me, kase dey’d shin out en take holiday,
soon as de ole-folks 'uz out’n de way.

“ Well, when it come dark I tuck out up de river road, en
went ’bout two mile er more to whah dey warn’t no houses. I'd
made up my mine ’hout what I's agwyne to do. You see ef I
kep’ on tryin’ to git away afoot, de dogs ’ud track me; ef I
stole a skift to cross over, dey’d miss dat’ skift, you see, en
dey’d know ’bout whah I’d lan’ on de yuther side en whah to
pick up my track. So I says, a raff is what I’s arter; it doan’
make no track. : '

«I see a light a-comin’ roun’ de p’int, bymeby, so I wade’ in
en shove’ a log ahead 0’ me, en swum more'n half-way acrost de
river, en got in ’mongst de drift-wood, en kep’ my head down
low, en kinder swum agin de current tell the raff come along.
Den I swum to de stern uv it, en tuck aholt. It clouded up
en "uz pooty dark for a little while. SoI clumb up en laid down
on de planks. De men ’uz all *way yonder in de middle, whah
de lantern wuz. De river wuz arisin’ en dey wuza good current ;
so I reck’n’d ’at by fo’ in de mawnin’ I'd be twenty-five mile
down de river, en den I'd slip in, jis’ b’fo’ daylight, en swim
asho’ en take to de woods on de Illinoi side.

“ But I didn’ have no luck. When we *uz mos’ down to de
head er de islan’, a man begin to come aft wid de lantern. I
see it warn’t no use fer to wait, so I slid overboard, en struck
out fer de islan’. Well, I had a notion I could lan’ mos’ any-
whers, but I couldn’t—bank too bluff. I ’uz mos’ to de foot er
de islan’ b’fo’ I foun’ a good place. I went into de woods en
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jedged I wouldn’ fool wid raffs no mo’, long as dey move de
lantern roun’ so. I had my pipe en a plug er dog-leg, en some
matches in my cap, en dey warn’t wet, so I ’uz all right.”

“And so you ain’t had no meat nor bread to eat all this
time? Why didn’t you get mud-turkles ? ”

“How you gwyne to git'm? You can’t slip up on um en
grab um ; en how’s a body gwyne to hit um wid a rock? How
could a body do it in de night? en I warn’t gwyne to show
mysef on de bank in de daytime.”

“Well, that’s so. You’ve had to keep in the woods all the
time, of course. Did you hear ’em shooting the cannon ? ”

“Oh, yes. I knowed dey was arter you. I see um go by
heah ; watched um thoo de bushes.”

Some young birds come along, flying a yard or two at a
time and lighting. Jim said it was a sign it was going to rain.
He said it was a sign when young chickens flew that way, and
s0 he reckoned it was the same way when young birds done it.
I was going to catch some of them, but Jim wouldn’t let me.
He said it was death. He said his father lay mighty sick once,
and some of them catched a bird, and his old granny said his
father would die, and he did.

And Jim said you musn’t count the things you are going to
cook for dinner, because that would bring bad luck. The same
if you shook fthe tablecloth after sundown. And he said if a
man owned a bee-hive, and that man died, the bees must be
told about it before sun-up next morning, or else the bees
would all weaken down and quit work and die. Jim said bees
wouldn’t sting idiots; but I didn’t believe that, because I had
tried them lots of times myself, and they wouldn’t sting
me, -

I had heard about some of these things before, but not all
of them. Jim knowed all kinds of signs. He said he knowed
most everything, [ said it looked to me like all the signs was
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about bad luck, and so I asked him if there warnt any good-
luck signs. He says:

« Mighty few—an’ dey ain’ no use to a body. What you
want to know when good luck’s a-comin’ for? want to keep it
off?” And he said: “Ef you’s got hairy arms en a hairy
breag’, it’s a sign dat you’s agwyne to be rich, Well, dey’s
some use in a sign like dat, ’kase it’s so fur ahead. You see,
maybe you’s got to be po’ a long time fust, en so you might git
discourage’ en kill yo’self ’f you didn’ know by de sign dat you
gwyne to be rich bymeby.”

~ “ Have you got hairy arms and a hairy breast, Jim ? ”

“ What’s de use to axe dat question? don’ you see I has ? ”

“ Well, are you rich ? ”

“No, but I been rich wunst, and gwyne to be rich agin.
Wunst I had foteen dollars, but I tuck to speculat’n’, en got
busted out.”

“ What did you speculate in, Jim ? *

“ Well, fust I tackled stock ?”

¢ What kind of stock ? ”

“ Why, live stock. Cattle, you know. I put ten dollars in
a cow. But I ain’ gwyne to resk no mo’ money in stock. De
cow up 'n’ died on my han’s.”

So you lost the ten dollars.”

“No, I didn’ lose it all. I on’y los’’bout nine of it. I sole
de hide en taller for a dollar en ten cents.”

“You had five dollarsand ten centsleft. Did you speculate
any more ?”

“Yes. You know dat one-laigged nigger dat b’longs to old
Misto Bradish ? well, he sot up a bank, en say anybody dat put
in a dollar would git fo’ dollars mo’ at de en’ er de year.
Well, all de niggers went in, but dey didn’ have much. I wuz
de on’y one dat had much. So I stuck out for mo’ dan fo’
dollars, en I said ’f I didn’ git it I'd start a bank mysef. Well
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o course dat nigger want’ to keep me out er de business,
bekase he say dey warn’t business 'nough for two banks, so he
say I could put in my five dollars en he pay me thirty-five at de
en’ er de year.

“So I done it. Den I reck’'n’d I'd inves’ de thirty-five

MISTO BRADISH'S NIGGER.

dollars right off en keep things a-movin’. Dey wuz a nigger
name’ Bob, dat had ketched a wood-flat, en his marster didn’
know it; en I bought it ofPn him en told him to take de
thirty-five dollars when de en’ er de year come; but some-
body stole de wood-flat dat night, en nex’ day de one-laigged
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nigger say de bank s busted. So dey didn’ none uv us glt no
money.”

 What did you do with the ten cents, Jim ?”

“Well, I uz gwyne to spen’it, but I had a dream, en de
dream tole'me to give it to a nigger name’ Balum—Balum’s
Ass dey call him for short, he’s one er dem chuckle-heads, you
know. But he’s lucky, dey say, en I see I warnt lucky. De
dream say let Balum inves’ de ten cents en he’d make a raise
for me. Well, Balum he tuck de money, en when he wuz in
church he hear de preacher say dat whoever give to de po’ len’
to de Lord, en boun’ to git his money back a hund’d times.
So Balum he tuck en give de ten cents to de po’, en laid low to
see what wuz gwyne to come of it.”

“ Well, what did come of it, Jim ?”

¢ Nuffn’ never come of it. I couldn’ manage to klleck dat
money no way ; en Balum he couldn’. I ain’t gwyne to len’ no
mo’ money ’dout I see de security. Boun’to git yo’ money
back a hund’d times, de preacher says! Ef I could git de ten
cents back, I'd call it squah, en be glad er de chanst.”

“ Well, it’s all right, anyway, Jim, long as you’re going 3
be rich again some time or other.” .

“Yes—en I’s rich now, come to look at it. I owns mysef;
en I’s wuth eight hund’d dollars. I wisht I had de money, I
wouldn’ want no mo’.”



vIX:

WANTED to go and
look at a place right
about the middle of
the island, that I'd
found when I was
exploring ; so we
started, and soon got
to it, because the
island was only three
miles long and a
quarter of a mile
wide,

This place was a
tolerable long steep
hill or ridge, about
forty foot high., We
had a rough time
getting to the top,
the sides was so steep
and the bushes so
thick. We tramped
and clumb around all

over it, and by-and-by found a good big cavern in the rock,

most up to the top on the side towards Illinois. The cavern

EXPLORING THE CAVE.
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was as big as two or three rooms bunched together, and Jim
could stand up straight in it.” It was cool in there. Jim was
for putting our traps in there, right away, but I said we didn't
want to be climbing up and down there all the time.

Jim said if we had the canoe hid in a good place, and had
all the traps in the cavern, we could rush there if anybody
was to come to the island, and they would never find us with-
out dogs. And besides, he said them little birds had said it
was going to rain, and did I want the things to get wet?

So we went back and got the canoe and paddled up abreast
the cavern,and lugged all the traps up there. Then we hunted
up a place close by to hide the canoe in, amongst the thick
willows. We took some fish off of the lines and set them again,
and begun to get ready for dinner.

The door of the cavern was big enough to roll a hogshead
in, and on one side of the door the floor stuck out a little bit |
and was flat and a good place to build a fire on. So we built it
there and cooked dinner.

We spread the blankets inside for a carpet, and eat our
dinner in there. We put all the other things handy at the
back of the cavern. Pretty soon it darkened up and begun to
thunder and lighten ; so the birds was right about it. Directly
it begun to rain, and it rained like all fury, too, and I never
see the wind blow so. It was one of these regular summer
storms. It would get so dark that it looked all blue-black out-
side, and lovely ; and the rain would thrash along by so thick
that the trees off a little ways looked dim and spider-webby;
and here would come a blast of wind that would bend the trees
down and turn up the pale underside of the leaves ; and then a
perfect ripper of a gust would follow along and set the branches
to tossing their arms as if they was just wild; and next, when
it was just about the bluest and blackest—fst ! it was as bright
as glory and you’d have a little glimpse of tree-tops a-plunging
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about, away off yonder in the storm, hundreds of yards further
than you could see before ; dark™ as sin again in a second, and
now you'd hear the thunder let go with an awful crash and then
go rumbling, grumbling, tumbling down the sky towards the
under side of the world, like rolling empty barrels downstairs,
where it’s long stairs and they bounce a good deal, you know.
“Jim, this is nice,” I says. “I wouldn’t want to be no-

;‘u —
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IN THE CAVE.

where else but here. Pass me along another hunk of fish and
some hot corn-bread.”

“Well, you wouldn't a ben here, ’f it hadn’t a ben for Jim.
You'd a ben down dah in de woods widout any dinner, en gittin’
mos’ drownded, too, dat you would, honey. Chickens knows
when its gwyne to rain, en so do de birds, chile.”

The river went on raising and raising for ten or twelve days,
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till at last it was over the banks. The water was three or four
foot deep on the island in the low places and on the Illinois
bottom. . On that side it was a good many miles wide ; but on
the Missouri side it was the same old distance across—a half
a mile—because the Missouri shore was just a wall of high
bluffs.

Daytimes we paddled all over the island in the canoe. It
was mighty cogl and shady in the deep woods even if the sun
was blazing outside. We went winding in and out amongst the
trees ; and sometimes the vines hung so thick we had to back
away and go some other way. Well, on every old broken-down
tree you could see rabbits, and snakes, and such things; and
when the island had been overflowed a day or two, they got so
tame, on account of being hungry, that you could paddle right
up and put your hand on them if you wanted to; but not the
snakes and turtles—they would slide off in the water. The
ridge our cavern was in was full of them. We could a had pets
enough if we’d wanted them.

One night we catched a little section of a lumber raft—nice
pine planks. It was twelve foot wide and about fifteen or six-
teen foot long, and the top stood above water six or seven
inches, a solid level floor. We could see saw-logs go by in the
daylight, sometimes, but we let them go; we didn’t show our-
selves in daylight.

Another night, when we was up at the head of the island,
just before daylight, here comes a frame house down, on the
west side. She was a two-storey, and tilted over, considerable.
We paddled out and got aboard—clumb in at an upstairs win-
dow. But'it was too dark to see yet, so we made the canoe
fast and set in her to wait for daylight.

* The light begun to come before we got to the foot of the
island. Then we looked in at the window. We could make |,
out a bed, and a table, and two old chairs, and lots of things

.
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around about on the floor ; and there was clothes hanging against
the wall. There was something laying on the floor in the far
corner that looked like a man. So Jim says:

“Hello, you!”

But it didn’t budge. So I hollered again, and then Jim
says : : :
“De man ain’t asleep—he’s dead. ‘You hold still—I'll go
en see.” o

— e ————r———— —— -

JIM SEES A DEAD MAN,

He went and bent down and looked, and says:

“It’s a -dead man. - Yes, indeedy ; naked, too. He’s ben
shot in de back. I reck’n he’s ben dead two er three days.
G5me in,- Huck, but doan’ look at his face—it’s too gashly.”

" Ididn’t look at him at all. Jim throwed some old rags over
him, but he needn’t done it ; I didn’t want to see him. There
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was heaps of old greasy cards scattered around over the floor,
and old whisky bottles, and a couple of masks made out of black
cloth; and all over the walls was the ignorantest kind of words and
pictures, made with charcoal. There was two old dirty calico
dresses,and a sun-bonnet,and some women’s under-clothes, hang-
ing against the wall, and some men’s clothing, too. We put the
lot into the canoe; it might come good. There was a boy's
old speckled straw hat on the floor ; I took that too. And
there was a bottle that had had milk in it; and it had a rag
stopper for a baby to suck. We would a took the bottle, but
it was broke. There was a seedy old chest, and an old hair
trunk with the hinges broke. They stood open, but there
warn't nothing left in them that was any account. The way
things was scattered about, we reckoned the people left ina
hurry and warn’t fixed =o as to carry off most of their stuff.

We got an old tin lantern, and a butcher knife without any
handle, and a bran-new Barlow knife worth two bits in any
store, and a lot of tallow candles, and a tin candlestick, and a
gourd, and a tin cup, and a ratty old bed-quilt off the bed, and
a reticule with needles aud pins and beeswax and buttons and
thread and all such truck in it, and a hatchet and some nails,
and a fish-line as thick as my little finger, with some monstrous
hooks on it, and a roll of buckskin, and a leather dog-collar,
and a horse-shoe, and some vials of medicine that didn’t have
no label on them ; and just as we was leaving I found a toler-
able good curry-comb, and Jim he found a ratty old fiddle-bow,
and a wooden leg. The straps was broke off of it, but barring
that, it was a good enough leg, though it was too long for me
and not long enough for Jim, and we couldn’t find the other
one, though we hunted all around.

And so, take it all around, we made a good haul. When
we was ready to shove off, we was a quarter of a mile below the
island, and it was pretty broad day ; so I made Jim lay down



A GOOD HAUL. 79

in the canoe and cover up with the quilt, because if he set up,
people could tell he was a nigger a good ways off. I paddled
over to the Illinois shore, and drifted down most a half a mile
doing it. T crept up the dead water under the bank, and
hadn’t no accidents and didn’t see nobody. We got home all
safe.



v X

R breakfast I wanted

talk about the dead

n and guess out how

come to be killed, but

1 didn’t want to. He

l it would fetch bad

¢; and besides, he

l, he might come and

it us; he said a man

5 warn't buried was

e likely to go a-ha’nt-

around than one that

planted and com-

able. That sounded

ty reasonable, so I

'’t say no more ; but

couldn’t keep from

lying over it and

wishing I knowed who

shot the man, and what
they done it for. .

We rummaged the clothes we’d got, and found eight dollars

in silver sewed up in the lining of an old blanket overcoat.

Jim said he reckoned the people in that house stole the coat,

THEY FOUND EIGHT DOLLARS,
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because if they’d a knowed the money was there they wouldn’t .
a left it. I said I reckoned they. killed him, too; but Jim
didn't want to talk about that. I says:

“Now you think it’s bad luck ; but what did you say when
I fetched in the snake-skin that I found on the top of the ridge
day before yesterday? You said it was the worst bad luck in
the world to touch a snake-skin with my hands. Well, here’s
your bad luck ! We’ve raked in all this truck and eight dollars
besides. I wish we could have some bad luck like this every
day, Jim.”

“Never you mind, honey, never you mind. Don’t you git
too peart. It’s a-comin’. Mind I tell you, it’s a-comin’.”

It did come, too. It was a Tuesday that we had that talk.
Well, after dinner Friday, we was laying around in the grass at
the upper end of the ridge, and got out of tobacco. I went to
the cavern to get some, and found a rattlesnake in there. I
killed him, and curled him up on the foot of Jim’s blanket,
ever so natural, thinking there’d be some fun when Jim found
him there. Well, by night I forgot all about the snake, and
when Jim flung himself down on the blanket while I struck a
light, the snake’s mate was there, and bit him.

He jumped up yelling, and the first thing the light showed
was the varmint curled up and ready for another spring. I
laid him out in a second with a stick, and Jim grabbed pap’s
whisky jug and begun to pour it down.

He was barefooted, and the snake bit him right on the
heel. That all comes of my being such a fool as to not re-
member that wherever you leave a dead snake its mate always
comes there and curls around it. Jim told me to chop off the
snake’s head and throw it away, and then skin the body and
roast a piece of it. I done it, and he-eat it and said it would
belp cure him. ‘He made me take off the rattles and tie them

around his wrist, too. He said that that would help. Then I
G
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slid out quiet and throwed the snakes clear away amongst the
bushes ; for I warn’t going to let Jim find out it was all my
fault, not if I could help it.

JIM AND THE SNAKE.

Jim sucked and sucked at the jug, and now and then be
got out of his head and pitched around and yelled ; but every
time he come to himself he went to sucking at the jug again.
His foot swelled up pretty big, and so did his leg ; but by-and-
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by the drunk begun to come, and so I judged he was all right ;
but I'd druther been bit with a snake than pap’s whisky.

Jim was laid up for four days and nights. Then the swell-
ing was all gone and he was around again. I made up my
mind I wouldn't ever take aholt of a snake-skin again with my

OLD HANK BUNKER.

hands, now that I see what had come of it. Jim said he reckoned

I'would believe him next time. And he said that handling a

snake-skin was such awful bad luck that maybe we hadn’t got

tothe end of it yet. He said he druther see the new moon

over hig left shou]der as much as a thousand times than take

up a snake-skin in his hand. Well, I was getting to feel that
e3
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way myself, though I’'ve always reckoned that looking at the
new moon over your left shoulder is one of the carelessest and
foolishest things a body cun do. Old Hank Bunker done it
once, and bragged about it ; and in less than two years he got
drunk and fell off of the shot tower and spread himself out so
that he was just a kind of a layer, as you may say; and they
slid him edgeways between two barn doors for a coffin, and
buried him so, so they say, but I didn’t see it Pap told me.
But anyway, it all come of looking at the moon that way, like
a fool.

Well, the days went along, and the river went down be-
tween its banks again ; and about the first thing we done was
to bait one of the big hooks with a skinned rabbit and set it
and catch a cat-fish that was as big as a man, being six foot
two inches long, and weighed over two hundred pounds. We
couldn’t handle him, of course; he would a flung us into Illinois.
We just set there and watched him rip and tear around till he
drownded. We found a brass button in his stomach, and a
round ball, and lots of rubbage. We split the ball open with
the hatchet, and there was a spool in it. Jim said he’d had it
there a long time, to coat it over so and make a ball of it. It
was as big a fish as was ever catched in the Mississippi, I
reckon. Jim said he hadn’t ever seen a bigger one. He would
a been worth a good deal over at the village. They peddle
out such a fish as that by the pound in the market house
there ; everybody buys some of him ; his meat’s as white as
snow and makes a good fry.

Next morning I said it was getting slow and dull, and
wanted to get a stirring up, some way. I said I reckoned
would slip over the river and find out what was going o
Jim liked that notion; but he said I must go in the dark a

‘look sharp. Then he studied it over and said, Couldn’t I p

on some of them old things and dress up like a girl? Th
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was a good notion, too. So we shortened up one of the calico
gowns and I turned up my trowser-legs to my knees and got
into it. .Jim -hitched it behind with the hooks, and it was a
fair fit. I put on the sun-bonnet and tied it under my chin,
and then for a body to look in and see my face was like looking
down a joint of stove-pipe. Jim said nobody would know me,
even in the daytime, hardly. I practised around all day to get

}.
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“ A FAIR FIT.”

the hang of the things, and by-and-by I could do pretty well
in them, only Jim said I didn’t walk like a girl; and he said I
lust quit pulling up my gown to get at my britches pocket.
I'took notice, and done better. .
I started up the Illinois shore in the canoe just after dark.
I'started across to the town from a little below the ferry
linding, and the drift of the current fetched me in at the
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bottom of the town. I tied up and started along the bank.
There was a light burning in a little shanty that hadn’t been
lived in for a long time, and I wondered who had took up
quarters there. I slipped up and peeped in at the window.
There was a woman about forty year old in there, knitting by
a candle that was on a pine table. I didn’t know her face;
she was a stranger, for you couldn’t start a face in that town
that I didn’t know. Now this was lucky, because I was weaken-
ing; I was getting afraid I had come; people might know my
voice and find me out. But if this woman had been in such a
little town two days she could tell me all I wanted to know;
80 I knocked at the door, and made up my mind I wouldn’
forget I was a girl.

EVSMPI PR




—

-*Chap ter

OME in,” says the

woman, and I did,
She says:

“Take a cheer.”

I done it. She
looked me all over with
her little shiny eyes,
und says :

* What might your
name be ? ”

¢ Sarah Williams.”

“ Where ’bouts do
youlive? Inthisneigh-
bourhood ?

“No’'m. In Hoo-
kerville, seven mile be-
low. I've walked all

“ COME IN.” ) the way, and I'm all
tired out.”

“Hungry, too, I reckon. I’ll find you something.”

“No'm, I ain’t hungry. I was so hungry I had to stop two
nile below here at a farm; so I ain’t hungry no more. It's
¥hat makes me so late. My mother’s down sick, and out of
Money and everything, and I come to tell my uncle Abner
Moore, He lives at the upper end of the town, she says. I
hain't ever been here before. Do you know him ?”

,
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“No; but I don’t know everybody yet. I haven’t lived
here quite two weeks. It’s a:.considerable ways to the upper
end of the town. You better stay here all night. . Take off
your bonnet.”

“No,” I says, “I’ll rest awhile, I reckon, and go on. 1
ain’t afeard of the dark.”

She said she wouldn’t let me go by myself, but her husband
would be in by-and-by, maybe in a hour and a half, and she’d
send him along with me. Then she got to talking about her
husband, and about her relations up the river, and her relations
down the river, and about how much better off they used to
was, and how they didn’t know but they’d made a mistake
coming to our town, instead of letting well alone—and so on
and so on, till I was afeard 7 had made a mistake coming to
her to find out what was going on in the town ; but by-and-by
she dropped on to pap and the murder, and-then I was pretty
willing to let her clatter right along. She told about me and
Tom Sawyer finding the six thousand dollars (only she got it
ten) and all about pap and what a hard lot he was, and what a
hard lot I was, and at last she got down to where I was murdered.
I says:

“Who done it? We've heard considerable about these
goings on, down in Hookerville, but we don’t know who ’twas
that killed Huck Finn.”

“Well, I reckon there’s a right smart chance of people
here that’d like to know who killed him. Some thinks old
Finn done it himself.” ‘

“ No—is that so?”

“Most everybody thought it at first. He’ll never know how
nigh he come to getting lynched. But before night they
changed a.round and judged it was done by a runaway nigger
named Jim.’ : : :

_“Why he-—"
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I stopped. I reckoned I better keep still. She run on,
and never noticed I had put in at all.

“The nigger run off the very night Huck Finn was killed. .
So there’s a reward out for him—three hundred dollars. = And .
there’s a reward out for old Finn too—two hundred dollars..
You see, he come to town the morning after the murder, and
told about it, and was out with ’em on the ferry-boat hunt, and -
right away after he up and left. Before night they wanted to
lynch him, but he was gone, you see. Well, next day they
found out the nigger was gone ; they found out he hadn’t benseen
sence ten o'clock the night the murder was done. So them
they put it on him, you see, and while they was full of it, next
day back comes old Finn and went boo-hooing to Judge
Thatcher to get money to hunt for the nigger all over Illinois
with, The judge give him some, and that evening he got
drnk and was around till after midnight with a couple of
mighty hard looking strangers, and then went off with them.
Well, he hain’t come back sence, and they ain’t looking for him
back till this thing blows over a little, for people thinks now
that he killed his boy and fixed things so folks would think
robbers done it, and then he’d get Huck’s money without having
to bother a long time with a lawsuit. People do say he warn’t
any too good to do it. Oh, he’s sly, I reckon. If he don’t
come back for a year, he’ll be all right. You can’t prove any-
thing on him, you know ; everything will be quieted down
then, and he’ll walk into Huck’s money as easy as nothing.”

“Yes, I reckon so, 'm. I don’t see nothing in the way of
it. Has everybody quit thinking the nigger done it ? ”

“Oh, no, not everybody. A good many thinks he done it. .
But they'l get the nigger pretty soon, now, and maybe they
cn geare it out of him.”

“Why, are they after him yet ? ”

“Well, you're innocent, ain’t you! Does three hundred
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dollars lay round every day for people to pick up? Some folks
thinks the nigger ain’t far from here. 1'm one of them—but I
hain’t talked it around. A few days ago I was talking with an
old couple that lives next door in the log shanty, and they
happened to say hardly anybody ever goes to that island over
yonder that they call Jackson’s Island. Don’t anybody live
there? says I. No, nobody, says they. I didn’t say any more,
but I done some thinking. I was pretty near certain I'd seen
smoke over there, about the head of the island, a day or two
before that, so I says to myself, like as not that nigger’s hiding
over there ; anyway, says I, it’s worth the trouble to give the
place a hunt. I hain’t seen any smoke sence, so I reckon
maybe he’s gone, if it was him; but husband’s going over to
see—him and another man. He was gone up the river; but
he got back to-day and I told him as soon as he got here two
hours ago.”

I had got so uneasy I couldn’t set still. I had to do some-
thing with my hands; so I took up a needle off of the table
and went to threading it. My hands shook, and I was making
a bad job of it. When the woman stopped talking, I looked
up, and she was looking at me pretty curious, and smiling a
little. I put down the needle and thread and let on to be in-
terested—and I was, too—and says:

“Three hundred dollars is a power of money. I wish my
mother could get it. Is your husband going over there to-
night ? ”

“Qh, yes. He went up town with the man I was telling
you of, to get a boat and see if they could borrow another gun.
They’ll go over after midnight.”

“Couldn’t they see better if they was to walt till day-
time?"”

“Yes. And couldn't the nigger see better, too? After
midnight he’ll likely be asleep, and they can slip around through
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the woods and hunt up his camp fire all the better for the dark,
if he’s got one.”

“J didn’t think of that.”

The woman kept looking at me pretty curious, and I didn't
feel a bit comfortable. Pretty soon she says:

“What did you say your name was, honey ? ”

-7
¢ HIM AND ANOTHER MAN.”

“ M—Mary Williams.”

Somehow it didn’t seem to me that I said it was Mary
before, so I didn’t look up ; seemed to me I said it was Sarah;
8o I felt sort of cornered, and was afeared maybe I was looking
it,too. I wished the woman would say something more ; the
longer she set still, the uneasier I was. But now she says:
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% Honey, I thought you said it was Sarah when.you first
come in?”

% QOh, yes'm, I did. Sarah Mary Williams. Sarah’s my first
name. Some calls me Sarah, some calls me Mary.”

«Oh, that’s the way of it ?”

“Yes'm.”

I was feeling better, then, but I wished I was out of there,
anyway. I couldn’t look up yet. .

Well, the woman fell to talking about how hard times was,
and how poor they had to live, and how the rats was as free as
if they owned the place, and so forth, and so on, and then I got
easy again. She was right about the rats. You'd see one stick
his nose out of a hole in the corner every little while. She said
she had to have things handy to throw at them when she was
alone, or they wouldn’t give her no peace. . She showed me a
bar of lead, twisted up into a knot, and said she was a good shot
with it generly, but she’d wrenched her arm a day or two ago,
and didn’t know whether she could throw true, now. But she
watched for a chance, and directly she banged away at a rat,
but she missed him wide, and said “ Quch!” it hurt her arm so.
Then she told me to try for the next one. I wanted to be
getting away before the old man got back, but of course I
didn’t let on. I got the thing, and the first rat that showed
his nose I let drive, and if he’d a stayed where he was he’d a
been a tolerable sick rat. She said that that was first-rate, and
she reckoned I would hive the next one. She went and got
the lump of lead and fetched it back and brought along a hank
of yarn, which she wanted me to help her with. I held up my
two hands and she put the hank over them and went on
talking about her and her husband’s matters. But she broke
off to say:

“ Keep your eye on the rats. You better have the lead in
your lap, handy.” '

|
|
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So she dropped the lump into my lap, just at that moment,
and I clapped my legs together on it and she went on talking.
But only about a minute. Then she took off the hank and
looked me straight in the face, but very pleasant, and says:

“ Come, now—what’s your real name?”

“ Wh-what, mum ?” )

“What’s your real name? Is it Bill, or Tom, or Bob ?—or
what is it ?

I reckon I shook like a leaf, and I didn’t know hardly what
todo. But I says: )

“ Please to don’t poke fun at a poor girl like me, mum. If
I'm in the way, here, I'll—”

. “No, you won’t. Set down and stay where you are. I ain’t

going to hurt you, and I ain’t going to tell on you, nuther.
You just tell me your secret, and trust me. I’ll keep it; and
what’s more, I'll help you. So’ll my old man, if you want him
to. You see, youre a runaway ’prentice—that’s all. It ain’t
anything. There ain’t any harm in it. You've been treated
bad, and you made up your mind to cut. Bless you, child, I
wouldn’t tell on you. Tell me all about it, now —that’s a good
boy.” -

So I said it wouldn’t be no use to try to play it any longer,
and I would just make a clean breast and tell her everything,
but she mustn’t go back on her promise. Then I told her my
father and mother was dead, and the law had bound me out to
a mean old farmer in the country thirty mile back from the
river, and he treated me so bad I couldn’t stand it no longer;
he went away to be gone a couple of days, and so I took my
chance and stole some of his daughter’s old clothes, and cleared
out, and I had been three nights coming the thirty miles; I
travelled nights, and hid day-times and slept, and the bag of
bread and meat I carried from home lasted me all the way and
T'had a plenty. I said I believed my uncle Abner Moore would
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take care of me, and so that was why I struck out for this town
of Goshen.

¢ Goshen, child? This ain’t Goshen. This is St. Peters-
burg. Goshen’s ten mile further up the river. Who told you
this was Goshen ? ”

SHE PUTS UP A SNACK.,

’

“Why, a man I met at day-break this morning, just as I
was going to turn into the woods for my regular sleep. He
told me when the roads forked I must take the right hand, and
five mile would fetch me to Goshen.”

“He was drunk I reckon. He told you just exactly wrong.”
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“Well, he did act like he was drunk, but it ain’t no matter
now. I got to be moving along. I’ll fetch Goshen before day-
light.”

“Hold on a minute. I’ll put you up a snack to eat. You
might want it.”

So she put me up a snack, and says:

“Say—when a cow’s laying down, which end of her gets up
fist? Answer up prompt, now—don’t stop to study over it.
Which end gets up first ? ”

“The hind end, mum.”

“Well, then, a horse? ”

“The for’rard end, mum.”

“ Which side of a tree does the most moss grow on ? ”

“North side.” '

“Tf fifteen cows is browsing on a hillside, how many of them
eats with their heads pointed the same direction ?”

“The whole fifteen, mum.”

“Well, I reckon you have lived in the country. I thought
maybe you was trying to hocus me again. What's your real
name, now ? ” .

“George Peters, mum.”

“Well, try to remember it, George. Don’t forget and tell
me it’s Elexander before you go, and then get out by saying it’s
George-Elexander when I catch you. And don’t go about
women in that old calico. You do a girl tolerable poor, but
you might fool men, maybe. Bless you, child, when you set
out to thread a needle, don’t hold the thread still and fetch the
needle up to it; hold the needle still and poke the thread at
it—that’s the way a woman most always does; but a man
always does t'other way. And when you throw at a rat or any-
thing, hitch yourself up a tip-toe, and fetch your hand up over
your head as awkard as you can, and miss your rat about six or
seven foot. Throw stiff-armed from the shoulder, like there
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was a pivot there for it to turn on—Ilike a girl ; not from the
wrist and elbow, with your arm out to one side, like a boy.
And mind you, when a girl tries to catch anything in her lap,
she throws her knees apart ; she don’t clap them together, the
way you did when you catched the lump of lead. Why, I
spotted you for a boy when you was threading the needle ; and
I contrived the other things just to make certain. Now trot

-along to your uncle, Sarah Mary Williams George Elexander
Peters, and if you get into trouble you send word to Mrs.
Judith Loftus, which is me, and I'll do what I can to get you
out of it. Keep the river road, all the way, and next time you
tramp, take shoes and socks with you. The river road’s a rocky
one, and your feet’ll be in a condition when you get to Goshen,
I reckon.”

I went up the bank about fifty yards, and then I doubled
on my tracks and slipped back to where my canoe was, a good
piece below the house. I jumped in and was off in a hurry.
I went up stream far enough to make the head. of the idland,
and then started across. I took off the sun-bonnet, for I dﬁ’t
want no blinders on, then. When I was about the mid
hear the clock begin to strike; so I stops and listens’ lﬂe

“sound come faint over the water, but clear—eleven. I
struck the head of the island I never waited to blow, thougliI
was most winded, but I shoved right into the timber whereiy
old camp used to be, and started a good fire there on a high-
and-dry spot.

Then I jumped in the canoe and dug out for our place a
mile and a half below, as hard as I could go. I landed, and
slopped through the timber and up the ridge and into the
cavern. There Jim laid, sound asleep on the ground. I roused
him out and says:

“Git up and hump yourself, Jim! There ain’t a mmute to
lose. They'’re after us!” -
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Jim never asked no questions, he never said a word ; but
the way he worked for the next half an hour showed about how
he was scared. By that time everything we had in the world
was on our raft and she was ready to be shoved out from the
villow cove where she was hid. We put out the camp fire at
the cavern the first thing, and didn’t show a candle outside
after that.

I took the canoe out from shore a little piece and took a
look, but if there was a boat around I couldn’t see it, for stars
and shadows ain’t good to see by. Then we got out the raft
and slipped along down in the shade, past the foot of the island
dead still, never saying a word.

—_— _
“ HUMP YOURSELF.”

11
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ON THE RATIT.
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the camp fire I built, and watched it all night for Jim to come.
Anyways, they stayed away from us, and if my building the fire
never fooled them it warn’t no fault of mine. I played it &

" low-down on them as I could.

When the first streak of day begun to show, we tied up t
a tow-head in a big bend on the Illinois side, and hacked of
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cotton-wood branches with the hatchet and covered up the raft
with them so she looked like there had been a cave-in in the
bank there. A tow-head is a sand-bar that has cotton-woods
on it as thick as harrow-teeth.

We had mountains on the Missouri shore and heavy timber
on the Illinois side, and the channel was down the Missouri
shore at that place, so we warn’t afraid of anybody running
across us. We laid there all day and watched the rafts and
steamboats spin down the Missouri shore, and up-bound steam-
hsats fight the big river in the middle. I told Jim all about
the time I had jabbering with that woman ; and Jim said she
was a smart one, and if she was to start after us herself she
wouldn’t set down and watch a camp fire—no, sir, she’d fetch
adog. ~Well, then, I said, why couldn’t she tell her husband
to fetch a dog? Jim said he bet she did think of it by the
time the men was ready to start, and he believed they must a
gone up town to get a dog, and so they lost all that time, or
else we wouldn’t be here on a tow-head sixteen or seventeen
mile below the village—no, indeedy, we would be in that same
old town again. So I said I didn’t care what was the reason
they didn’t get us, as long as they didn’t.

When it was beginning to come on dark, we poked our
heads out of the cottonwood thicket and looked up, and down,
and across ; nothing in sight; so Jim took up some of the top
planks of the raft and built a snug wigwam to get under in
blazing weather and rainy, and to keep the things dry. Jim
made a floor for the wigwam, and raised it a foot or more above
the level of the raft, so now the blankets and all the traps was
out of the reach of steamboat waves. Right in the middle of
the wigwam we made a layer of dirt about five or six inches
deep with a frame around it for to hold it to its place; this was
to build a fire on in sloppy weather or chilly; the wigwam
would keep it from being seen. We made an extra steering

2
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oar, too, because one of the others might get broke, on a snag
or something. We fixed up a short forked stick to hang the
old lantern on; because we must always light the lantern
whenever we see a steamboat coming down stream, to keep
from getting run over; but we wouldn’t have to light it for
up-stream boats unless we see we was in what they call a
“_crossing ; ” for the river was pretty high yet, very low banks
being still a little under water; so up-bound boats didn’t always
run the channel, but hunted easy water.

This second night we run between seven and eight hours,
with a current that was making over four mile an hour. We
catched fish, and talked, and we took a swim now and then to
keep off sleepiness. It was kind of solemn, drifting down the
big still river, laying on our backs looking up at the stars, and
we didn’t ever feel like talking loud, and it warn’t often that
we laughed, only a little kind of a low chuckle. 'We had
mighty good weather, as a general thing, and nothing ever
happened to us at all, that night, nor the next, nor the next.

Every night we passed towns, some of them away up on black
hillsides, nothing but just a shiny bed of lights, not a house
could you see. The fifth night we passed St. Louis, and it was
like the whole world lit up. In St. Petersburg they used to

"say there was twenty or thirty thousand people in St. Louis, but
I never believed it till I see that wonderful spread of lights at
two o’clock that still night. There warn’t a sound there ; every-
body was asleep.

Every night, now, I used to slip ashore, towards ten o’clock,
at some little village, and buy ten or fifteen cents’ worth of
meal or bacon or other stuff to eat ; and sometimes I lifted a

“chicken that warn’t roosting comfortable, and took him along.
Pap always said, take a chicken when you get a chance, because
if you don’t want him yourself you can easy find somebody that
does, and a good deed ain’t ever forgot. I never see pap when
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he didn’t want the chicken himself, but that is what he used
to say, anyway.

Mornings, before daylight, I slipped into corn-fields and
borrowed a watermelon, or a mushmelon, or a punkin, or some
new corn, or things of that kind. Pap always said it warn’t no

P S

HE SOMETIMES LIFTED A CHICKEN.,

harm to borrow things, if you was meaning to pay them back,
sometime ; but the widow said it warn’t anything but a soft
name for stealing, and no decent body would do it. Jim said
he reckoned the widow was partly right and pap was partly
right ; so the best way would be for us to pick out two or three
things from the list and say we wouldn’t borrow them any more
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—then he reckoned it wouldn’t be no harm to borrow the
others. So we talked it over all one night, drifting along down
the river, trying to make up our minds whether to drop the
watermelons, or the cantelopes, or the mushmelons, or what.
But towards daylight we got it all settled satisfactory, and con-
cluded to drop crabapples and p’simmons. We warn’t feeling
just right before that, but it was all comfortable now. I was
glad the way it came out, too, because crabapples ain’t ever
good, and the p’simmons wouldn’t be ripe for two or three
months yet.

We shot a water-fowl, now and then, that got up too early
in the morning or didn’t go to bed early enough in the evening.
Take it all around, we lived pretty high.

The fifth night below St. Louis we had a big storm after
midnight, with a power of thunder and lightning, and the rain
poured down in a solid sheet. We stayed in the wigwam and
let the raft take care of itself. When the lightning glared out
we could see a big straight river ahead, and high rocky bluffs
on both sides. By-and-by says I, < Hel-lo, Jim, looky yonder'”
It was a steamboat that had killed herself on a rock. We was
drifting straight down for her. The lightning showed her very
distinct. She was leaning over, with part of her upper deck
above water, and you could see every little chimbly-guy clean
and clear, and a chair by the big bell, with an old slouch hat
hanging on the back of it when the flashes come.

Well, it being away in the night, and stormy, and all s
mysterious-like, I felt just the way any other boy would a felt
when I see that wreck laying there so mournful and lonesome
in the middle of the river. I wanted to get aboard of her and
slink around a little, and see what tbere was there. So I
says:

« Le’s land on her, Jim.”

But Jim was dead against it, at first. He says:



BOARDING THE WRECK. 103

“I doan’ want to go fool'n ’long er no wrack. We’s doin’
blame’ well, en we better let blame’ well alone, as de good book
siys.  Like as not dey’s a watchman on dat wrack.”

“Watchman your grandmother!” I says; ¢there ain't
nothing to watch but the texas and the pilot-house; and do
you reckon anybody’s going to resk his life for a texas and a
pilot-house such a night as this, when it’s likely to break up
and wash off down the river any minute?” Jim couldn’t say
nothing to that, so he didn’t try. < And besides,” I says, “we
might borrow something worth having, out of the captain’s
stateroom. Seegars, I bet you—and cost five cents apiece, solid
ash, Steamboat captains is always rich, and gets sixty dollars
amonth, and they don’t care a cent what a thing costs, you
know, long as they want it. Stick a candle in your pocket; I
can’t rest, Jim, till we give her a rummaging. Do you reckon
Tom Sawyer would ever go by this thing? Not for pie, he
wouldn’t. He’d call it an adventure—that’s what he’d call
it; and he’d land on that wreck if it was his last act. And
wouldn’t he throw style into it >—wouldn’t he spread himself,
nor nothing? Why, you'd think it was Christopher Clum-
bus discovering Kingdom-Come. I wish Tom Sawyer was
Lere.” :

Jim he grumbled a little, but give in. He said we mustn’t
talk any more than we could help, and then talk mighty low.
The lightning showed us the wreck again, just in time, and we
fetched the stabboard derrick, and made fast there.

The deck was high out, here. We went sneaking down the
tlope of it to labboard, in the dark, towards the texas, feeling
ouwr way slow with our feet, and spreading our hands out to
fend off the guys, for it was so dark we couldn’t see no sign of
them, Preity soon we struck the forward end of the skylight,
and clumb on to it ; and the next step fetched us in front of the
captain’s door, which was open, and by Jimminy, away down
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through the texas hall we see a light! and all in the same
second we seemed to hear low voices in yonder!

Jim whispered and said he was feeling powerful sick, and
told me to come along. I says, all right ; and was going to
start for the raft; but just then I heard a voice wail out and
say :
¢ Oh, please don’t boys: I swear I won’t ever tell !”

Another voice said, pretty loud :

“It’s a lie, Jim Turner. You've acted this way before.
You always want more’n your share of the truck, and you've
always got it, too, because you've swore ’t if you didn’t you'd
tell. But this time you've said it jest one time too many. {
You're the meanest, treacherousest hound in this country.”

By this time Jim was gone for the raft. I was just a-biling
with curiosity ; and I says to myself, Tom Sawyer wouldn't
back out now, and so I won’t either ; I'm agoing to see what’s
going on here. So I dropped on my hands and knees, in the
little passage, and crept aft in the dark, till there warn’t but
about one stateroom betwixt me and the cross-hall of the texas.
Then, in there I see a man stretched on the floor and tied
hand and foot, and two men standing over him, and one of
them had a dim lantern in his hand, and the other one had a
pistol. This one kept pointing the pistol at the man’s head on

. the floor and saying—

“Td lile to! And I orter, too, a mean skunk !”

The man on the floor would shrivel up, and say: ¢ Oh, please
don’t, Bill—I hain't ever goin’ to tell.”

And every time he said that, the man with the lantern
would laugh, and say:

“'Deed you ain’t! You never said no truer thing 'n that,
you bet you.” And once he said : ¢ Hear him beg! and yit if
we hadn’t got the best of him and tied him, he’d a killed us
both. And what for? Jist for noth’n. Jist because we stood
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on our rights—that’s what for. But I lay you ain’t agoin’ to
threaten nobody anymore, Jim Turner. Put up that pistol,
Bill.”

Bill says:

¢ T don’t want to, Jake Packard. I'm for killin’ him—and
didn’t be kill old Hatfield jist the same way—and don’t he
deserve it ?” '

¢“ PLEASE DON'T, BILL.”

“But I don’t want him killed, and I’'ve got my reasons
for it.” .

‘ Bless yo’ heart for them words, Jake Packard! I'll never
forgit you, long’s I live!” says the man on the floor, sort of
blubbering.

Packard didn't take no notice of that, but hung up his lan-
tern on a nail, and started towards where I was, there in the
dark, and motioned Bill to come. I crawfished as fast as I
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could, about two yards, but the boat slanted so that I couldn’t
make very good time ; so to keep from getting run over and
catched I crawled into a stateroom on the upper side. The
man come a-pawing along in the dark, and when Packard got
to my stateroom, he says:

% Here—come in here.”

And in he came, and Bill after him. But before they got in,
I was up in the upper berth, cornered, and sorry I come. Then
they stood there, with their hands on the ledge of the berth,and
talked. I couldn’t see them, but I could tell where they was,
by the whisky they’d been having. I was glad I didn’t drink
whisky ; but it wouldn’t made much difference, anyway, because
most of the time they couldn’t a treed me because I didn't
breathe. I was too scared. And besides, a body couldn’t
breathe, and hear such talk. They talked low and earnest.
Bill wanted to kill Turner. He says:

“He’s said he’ll tell, and he will. If we was to give both
our shares to him now, it wouldn’t make no difference after the
row, and the way we’ve served him. Shore’s you’re born, he’ll
turn State’s evidence ; now you hear me. I'm for putting him
out of his troubles.”

“So’m I,” says Packard, very quiet.

“Blame it, I'd sorter begun to think you wasn’t. Well,
then, that’s all right. ILe’s go and do it.”

“Hold on a minute; I ain’t had my say yit. You listen to
me. Shooting’s good, but there's quieter ways if the thing’s
got to be done. But what I say, is this; it ain’t good sense to
go court’n around after a halter, if you can git at what you're
up to in some way that’s jist as good and at the same time don’t
bring you into no resks. Ain’t that so?”

“Youbetit is. But how you goin’ to manage it thistime?”

“ Well, my idea is this; we’ll rustle around and gether up
whatever pickins we’ve overlooked in the staterooms, and shove
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for shore and hide the truck. Then we’ll wait. Now I say it
ain’t agoin’ to be more 'n two hours befo’ this wrack breaks up
and washes off down the river. See? He’ll be drownded, and
won't have nobody to blame for it but his own self. I reckon

“IT AIN'T GOOD MORALS,”

that’s a considerble sight better’n killin’ of him. I'm unfavour-
able to killin’ a man as long as you can git around it; it ain't
good sense, it ain’t good morals. Ain’t I right?”

“Yes—I reck’n you are. But s’pose she dow’t break up
and wash off ? ?
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“Well, we can wait the two hours, anyway, and see, can't
we?”

¢ All right, then ; come along.”

So they started, and I lit out, all in a cold sweat, and
scrambled forward. It was dark as pitch there; but I said in
a kind of coarse whisper, ¢ Jim!” and he answered up, right at
my elbow, with a sort of moan, and I says:

“ Quick, Jim, it ain’t no time for fooling around and moan-
ing ; there’s a gang of murderersin yonder, and if we don’t hunt
up their boat and set her drifting down the river so these
fellows can’t get away from the wreck, there’s one of ’em going
to be in a bad fix. But if we find their boat we can put all of
’em in a bad fix—for the Sheriff Il get ’em. Quick—hurry!
I’ll hunt the labboard side, you hunt the stabboard. You start
at the raft, and ? _

“Oh! my lordy, lordy! Raf’? Deyain’ no raf’ no mo’, she
done broke loose en gone !—’en here we is!” .

‘“OH ! LORDY, LORDY!
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scared he hadn’t hardly any strength left, he said. But I said
come on, if we get left on this wreck, we are in a fix, sure.
So on we prowled, again. We struck for the stern of the texas,
and found it, and then scrabbled along forwards on the skylight,
hanging on from shutter to shutter, for the edge of the sky-
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light was in the water. When we got pretty close to the cross-
hall door, there was the skiff, sure enough! I could just barely
see her. I felt ever so thankful. In another second I would
a been aboard of her ; but just then the door opened. One of
the men stuck his head out, only about a couple of foot from
me, and I thought I was gone; but he jerked it in again, and
says:

¢ Heave that blame lantern out o’ sight, Bill!”

He flung a bag of something into the boat, and then got in
himself, and set down. It was Packard. Then Bill ke come
out and got in. Packard says, in a low voice :

¢« All ready—shove off ! ”

I couldn’t hardly hang on to the shutters, I was so weak.
But Bill says:

“ Hold on—’d you go through him? ”

“No. Didn’t you?”

“No. So he’s got his share o’ the cash, yet.”

“ Well, then, come along—no use to take truck and leave
money.”

¢ Say—won’t he suspicion what we’re up to?”

¢ Maybe he won’t. But we got to have it anyway. Come
along.”

So they got out and went in.

The door slammed to, because it was on the careened side;
and in a half second I was in the boat, and Jim come a tum-
bling after me. I out with my knife and cut the rope, and
away we went !

We didn’t touch an oar, and we didn’.speak nor whisper,
nor hardly even breathe. We went gliding swift along, dead
silent, past the tip of the paddle-box, and past the stern ; then
in a second or two more we was a hundred yards below the
wreck, and the darkness soaked her up, every last sign of her,
and we was safe, and knowed it.



ESCAPING FROM THE WRECK. 111

When we was three or four hundred yards down stream, we
see the lantern show like a little spark at the texas door, for a
second, and we knowed by that the rascals had missed their
boat, and was beginning to understand that they was in just as
mach trouble,.now, as Jim Turner was.

Then Jim manned the oars, and we took out after our raft.
Now was the first time that I begun to worry about the men—
I reckon I hadut had time to before. I begun to think how
dreadful it was, even for murderers, to be in such a fix. I says
to myself, there ain’t no telling but I might come to be a
murderer myself, yet, and then how would I like it? So says
Ito Jim:

“The first light we see, we’ll land a hundred yards below
it or above it, in a place where it’s a good hiding-place for you
and the skiff, and then I’ll go and fix up some kind of a yarn,
and get somebody to go for that gang and get them out of
their scrape, so they can be hung when their time comes.”

But that idea was a failure; for pretty soon it begun to
storm again, and this time worse than ever. The rain poured
down, and never a light showed ; everybody in bed, I reckon.
We boomed along down the river, watching for lights and
watching for our raft. After a long time the rain let up, but
the clouds staid, and the lightning kept whimpering, and
_by-and-by a flash showed us a black thing ahead, floating, and
we made for it.

It was the raft, and mighty glad was we to get aboard of
it again. We seen a light, now, away down to the right, on
shore. So I said I would go for it. The skiff was half full of
plunder which that gang had stole, there on the wreck. We
hustled it on to the rafc in a pile, and I told Jim to float along
down, and show a light when he judged he had gone about two
mile, and keep it burning till I come; then I manned my oars
and shoved for the light. As I got down {owcrls it, three or
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four more showed—up on a hillside. It was a village. I
closed in above the shore-light, and laid on my oars and floated.
As I went by, I see it was a lantern hanging on the jackstaff of
a double-hull ferry-boat. I skimmed around for the watchman, |
a-wondering whereabouts he slept ; and by-and-by I found him |
roosting on the bitts, forward, with his head down between his

“ HELLO, WHAT'S UP?”

knees. I give his shoulder two or three little shoves, and
begun to cry.

He stirred up, in a kind of a startlish way; but when he
see it was only me, he took a good gap and stretch, and then
he says:

¢ Hello, what’s up? Don’t cry, bub. What’s the trouble?”

I says:
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“Pap, and mam, and sis, and

Then I broke down. He says:

% Oh, dang it, now, don’t take on so, we all has to have our
troubles and this’n ’l1 come out all right. What’s the matter
with ’em ?”

“They’re—they’re—are you the watchman of the boat ? ”

“Yes,” he says, kind of pretty-well-satisfied like. “I'm
the captain and the owner, and the mate, and the pilot, and
watchman, and head deck-hand : and sometimes I'm the freight
and passengers. I ain’t. as rich as old Jim Hornback, and I
can'’t be so blame’ generous and good to Tom, Dick, and Harry
as what he is, and slam around money the way he does ; but
I've told him a many a time ’t I wouldn’t trade places with
him; for, says I, a sailor’s life’s the life for me, and I'm derned
if 'd live two mile out o’ town, where there ain’t nothing ever
goin’ on, not for all his spondulicks and as much more on top
ofit. SaysI

I broke in and says: :

“They’re in an awful peck of trouble, and——"

“Whois?” '

“Why, pap, and mam, and SlS, and Miss Hooker and if
you'd take your ferry-boat and go up there

“Up where? Where are they ?”

“On the wreck.”

“ What wreck ?”

“ Why, there ain’t but one.”

“What, you don’t mean the Walter Scott?”

“Yes.”

“ Good land ! what are they doin’ there, for gracious sakes ?

“Well, they didn’t go there a-purpose.”

“I bet they didn’t! Why, great goodness, there ain’t no
chance for ’em if they don’t get off mighty quick! Why, how
in the nation did they ever git into such a scrape ?”

¢
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¢ Eagy enough. Miss Hooker was a-visiting, up there to
the town——"

¢ Yes, Booth’s Landing—go on.”

¢« She was a-visiting, there at Booth’s Landing, and just in
the edge of the evening she started over with her nigger
woman in the horse-ferry, to stay all night at her friends
house, Miss What-you-may-call-her, I disremember her name,
and they lost their steering-oar, and swung around and went
a-floating down, stern-first, about two mile, and saddle-baggsed
on the wreck, and the ferry man and the nigger woman and
the horses was all lost, but Miss Hooker she made a grab and
got aboard the wreck. Well, about an hour after dark, ve
zome along down in our trading-scow, and it was so dark we didn'
notice the wreck till we was right on it; and so we saddle-
baggsed ; but all of us was saved but Bill Whipple—and o,
he was the best cretur !—I most wish’t it had been me, I do."

“My George! It’s the beatenest thing I ever strucl\ And’
then what did you all do ?”

“ Well, we hollered and took on, but it’s so wide there, ve
couldn’t make nobody hear. So pap said somebody got to get:
ashore and get help somehow. I was the only one that could
swim, so I made a dash for it, and Miss Hooker she said if |
didn’t strike help sooner, come here and hunt up her uncle,
and he'd fix the thing. I made the land about a mile below,
and been fooling along ever since, trying to get people tod
something, but they said, ¢ What, in such a night and such?
current ? there ain’t no sense it; go for the steam-ferry.” No¥
if you’ll go, and

« By Jackson, I'd like to, and blame it I don’t know but [
will; but who in the ’dingnations agoin’ to pay for it? D
you reckon your pap :

“Why, that's all right. Miss Hooker she told me, partic
cular, that her uncle Hornback




SINKING. 115

“Great guns! is e her uncle? Looky here, you break for
that light over yonder-way, and turn out west when you git
there, and about a quarter of a mile out you'll come to the
tavern; tell ’em to dart you out to Jim Hornback’s and he’ll
foot the bill. And don’t you fool around any, because he'll
wan't to know the news. Tell him I’ll have his niece all safe
before he can get to town. Hump yourself, now ; I'm agoing
up around the corner here, to roust out my engineer.”

THE WRECK.

I'struck for the light, but as soon as he turned the corner
Iwent back and got into my skiff and baled her out and then
pulled up shore in the easy water about six hundred yards, and
tucked myself in among some woodboats; for I couldn’t rest
tasy till I could see the ferry-boat start. But take it all
wround, I was feeling ruther comfortable on accounts of taking
all this trouble for that gang, for not many would a done it.
Iwished the widow knowed about it. I judged she would be

12
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proud of me for helping these rapscallions, because rapscallions
and dead beats is the kind the widow and good people takes
the most interest in.

Well, before long, here comes the wreck, dim and dusky,
sliding along down! A kind of cold shiver went through me,
and then I struck out for her. She was very deep, and I see
in a minute there warn’t much chance for anybody being alive
in her. I pulled all around her and hollered a little, but there

-— . L4 p T e =

WE TURNED IN AND SLEPT.

C WL

wasn’t any answer; all dead still. I felt a little bit heavy-
hearted about the gang, but not much, for I reckoned if they
could stand it, I could.

Then here comes the ferry-boat ; so I shoved for the middle
of the river on a long down-stream slant; and when I judged
I was out of eye-reach, I laid on my oars, and looked back and
see her go and smell around the wreck for Miss Hooker's
remainders, because the captain would know her uncle Homn-
back would want them; and then pretty soon the ferry-boat



A DEAD SLLEPD. 117

give it up and went for shore, and I laid into my work and
went a-booming down the river.

It did seem a powerful long time before Jim’s light showed
up; and when it did show, it looked like it was a thousand
mile off. By the time I got there the sky was beginning to
get a little gray in the east; so we struck for an island, and
hid the raft, and sunk the skiff, and turned in and slept like
dead people.



Y-und-by, when we got
up, we turned over the
truck the gang had stole
off of the wreck, and
found boots, and blan-
kets, and clothes, and
all sorts of other things,
and a lot of books, and
a spyglass, and three
boxes of seegars. We
hadn’t ever been this
rich before, in mneither
of our lives. The see-
gars was prime. We
laid off all the after-
noon in the woods talk-
ing, and me reading the
books, and having a
general good time. I
told Jim all about what

happened inside the wreck, and at the ferry-boat ; and I said

these kinds of things was adventures; but he said he didnt
want no more adventures. He said that when I went in the
texas, and he crawled back to get on the raft and found her

TURNING OVER THE TRUCK.



A GENERAL GOOD TIME. 119

gone, he nearly died ; because he judged it was all up with
him, anyway it could be fixed ; for if he didn’t get saved he
would get drownded ; and if he did get saved, whoever saved
him would send him back home so as to get the reward, and
then Miss Watson would sell him South, sure. Well, he was
right ; he was most always right ; he had an uncommon level
head, for a nigger.

I read considerable to Jim about kings, and dukes, and
earls, and such, and how gaudy they dressed, and how much
style they put on, and called each other your majesty, and your
grace, and your lordship, and so on, ’stead of mister ; and Jim’s
eyes bugged out, and he was interested. He says:

«“] didn’t know dey was so many un um. I hain’t hearn
’bout none un um, skasely, but ole King Sollermun, onless you
counts dem kings dat’s in a pack er k’'yards. How much do a
king git ?”

“Get ?” I says; “why,they get a thousand dollars a month
if they want it; they can have just as much as they want;
everything belongs to them.”

“ Ain’t dat gay? En what dey got to do, Hack ?”

“They don’t do nothing! Why, how you talk. They just
set around.” |

¢“No—-is dat so?”

« Of course it is. They just set around. Exzcept maybe
when there’s a war; then they go to the war. But other times
they just lazy around ; or go hawking—just hawking and sp—
Sh!—d’ you hear a noise ?”

We skipped out and looked ; but it warn’t nothing but the
flutter of a steamboat’s wheel, away down coming around the
point; so we come back.

“Yes,” says I, “and other times, when things is dull, they
fuss with the parlyment ; and if everybody don’t go just so he
whacks their heads off. But mostly they hang round the harem.”
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“ Roun’ de which?”

“ Harem.”

“ What’s de harem ?” .

“The place where he keep his wives. Don’t you know
about the harem? Solomon had one; he had about a million
wives.”

SOLOMON AND HIS MILLION WIVES.

“Why, yes, dat’s so; I—I'd done forgot it. A harem’sa
bo’d’n-house, I reck’n. Mos’ likely dey has rackety times in
de nussery. En I reck’n de wives quarrels considable ; en dat
’crease de racket. Yit dey say Sollermun de wises’ man dat
ever live’. I doan’ take no stock in dat. Bekase why: would
a wise man want to live in de mids’ er sich a blimblammin’ all
de time? No—’deed he wouldn’t. A wise man ’ud take en
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buil’ a biler-factry ; en den he could shet down de biler-factry
when he want to res’.”

“Well, but he was the wisest man, anyway ; because the
widow she told me so, her own self.”

%] doan k’yer what de widder say, he warn’t no wise man,
nuther. He had some er de dad-fetchedes’ ways I ever see.
Does you know ’bout dat chile dat he 'uz gwyne to chop in
two?”

IO PN |, T
THE STORY OF “ SOLLERMUN.”

“Yes, the widow told me all about it.”

“ Well, den! Warn’ dat de beatenes’ notion in de worl’?
You jes’ take en look at it a minute. Dah’s de stump, dah—
dat’s one er de women ; heah’s you—dat’s de yuther one; I’s
Sollermun ; en dish-yer dollar bill’s de chile. Bofe un you
claims it. What does I do? Does I shin aroun’ mongs’ de
neighbours en fine out which un you de bill do blong to, en
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han’ it over to de right one, all safe en soun’, de way dat any-
body dat had any gumption would? No—I take en whack de
bill in two, en give half un it to you, en de yuther half to de
yuther woman. Dat’s de way Sollermun was gwyne to do wid
de chile. Now I want to ast you: what’s de use er dat half a
bill >—can’t buy noth’n wid it. En what use is a half a chile?
1 would'n give a dern for a million un um.”

“But hang it, Jimn, you’ve clean missed the point—blame,
it, you've missed it a thousand mile.”

“Who? Me? Go ’long. Doan’ talk to me ’bout yo'
pints. I reck’n I knows sense when I sees it; en dey ain’ no
sense in_ sich doin’s as dat. De ’spute warn’t ’bout a half a
chile, de ’spute was ’bout a whole chile ; en de man dat think
he kin settle a ’spute ’bout a whole chile wid a half a chile,
doan’ know enough to come in out'n de rain. Doan’ talk to
me ’bout Sollermun, Huck, I knows him by de back.”

“But I tell you you don’t get the point.”

“Blame de pint! Ireck’n I knows what I krows. En
mine you, de real pint is down furder—it’s down deeper. It
lays in de way Sollermun was raised. You take a man dat’s
got on’y one er two chillen; is dat man gwyne to be waseful o’
chillen? No, he ain’t; he can’t ’ford it. He know how to
value ’em. But you take a man dat’s got 'bout five million

-chillen runnin’ roun’ de house, en it’s diffunt. He as soon chop
a chilé in two as a cat. Dey’s plenty mo’. A chile er
two, mo’ er less, warn’t no consekens to Sollermun, dad fetch
him!”

I never see such a nigger. If he got a notion in his head
once, there warn’t no getting it out again. He was the most
down on Solomon of any nigger I ever see. So I went to talk-
ing about other kings, and let Solomon slide. I told about
Louis Sixteenth that got his head cut off in France long time
ago ; and about his little boy the dolphin, that would a been a
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king, but they took and shut him up in jail, and some say he
died there.

“Po’ little chap.” _

“But some says he got out and got away, and come to
America,”

“Dat’s good! But he’ll be pooty lonesome—dey ain’ no
kings here, is dey, Huck ? ”

“No.”

“Den he cain’t git no situation. What he gwyne to do?”

“Well, I don’t know. Some of them gets on the police,
and some of them learns people Low to talk French.”

“ Why, Huck, doan’ de French people talk de same way we
does ?”

“No, Jim ; you couldn’t understand a word they said—not
a single word.” ‘

“Well, now, I be ding-busted! How do dat come ? ”

“I don’t know ; butit’s so. I got some of their jabber out
of a book. S’pose a man was to come to you and say Polly-voo-
franzy—what would you think ?”

“] wouldn’ think nuffn; I'd take en bust him over de
head. Dad is, if he warn’t white. I wouldn’t ’low no nigger
to call me dat.”

“Shucks, it ain’t calling you anything. It’s only saying
do you know how to talk French.”

“Well, den, why couldn’t he say it ?”

“Why, he is a-saying it. That’s a Frenchman’s way of
saying it.”

“Well, it’s a blame’ ridicklous way, en I doan’ want to hear
o mo’ ’bout it. Dey ain’ no sense in it.”

“ILooky here, Jim ; does a cat talk like we do?”

“No, a cat don’t.”

“Well, does a cow ? ”

“No, a cow don't, nuther.”
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“ Does a cat talk like a cow, or a cow talk like a cat ? ”

¢ No, dey don’t.” -

¢ It’s natural and right for ’em to talk different from each
other, ain’t it ? ” '

¢ ’Course.”

“ And ain’t it natural and right for a cat and a cow to talk
different from us ?”

“ Why, mos’ sholy it is.”

“ Well, then, why ain’t it natural and right for a French-
man to talk different from us? You answer me that.”

“Is a cat a man, Huck?”

“ No.”

“ Well, den, dey ain’t no sense in a cat talkin’ like a man.
Is a cow a man ?—er is a cow a cat ? ”

¢ No, she ain’t either of them.”

“ Well, den, she ain’t got no business to talk like either
one er the yuther of ’em. Is a Frenchman a man?”

“Yes.”

¢ Well, den! Dad blame it, why doan’ he talk like a man?
You answer me dat ! ”

I see it warn’t no use wasting words—you can’t learn a
nigger to argue. So I quit.




’

“WE WOULD SELL THE RAFT.” ’ : .
to try to run in fog;

but when I paddled ahead in the canoe, with the line, to make
fast, there warn’t anything but little saplings to tie to. I
passed the line around one of them right on the edge of the
cat bank, but there was a stiff current, and the raft come
booming down so lively she tore it out by the roots and away
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she went. I see the fog closing down, and it made me so sick
and scared I couldn’t budge for most a half a minute it seemed
to me—and then there warn’t no raft in sight; you couldn't
see twenty yards. I jumped into the canoe and run back to
the stern and grabbed the paddle and set her back a stroke.
But she didn’t come. I was in such a hurry I hadn’t untied
her. I got up and tried to untie her, but I was so excited my
hands shook so I couldn’t hardly do anything with them.

As soon as I got started I took out after the raft, hot and
heavy, right down the tow-head. That was all right as far as
it went, but the tow-head warn’t sixty yards long, and the
minute I flew by the foot of it I shot out into the solid white
fog, und hadn’t no more idea which way I was going thana
dead man.

Thinks I, it won’t do to paddle; first I know I’ll rum into
the bank or a tow-head or something; I got to set still and
float, and yet it’s mighty fidgety business to have to hold your
hands still at such a time. I whooped and listened. Away
down there, somewheres, I hears a small whoop, and up comes
my spirits. I went tearing after it, listening sharp to hear it
again. The next time it come, I see I warn’t heading for it
but heading away to the right of it. And the next time, I was
heading away to the left of it—and not gaining on it much,
either, for I was flying around, this way and that and t’other,
but it was going straight ahead all the time.

I did wish the fool would think to beat a tin pan, and beat
it all the time, but he never did, and it was the still places
between the whoops that was making the trouble for me.
Well, I fought along, and directly I hears the whoop bekind
me. I was tangled good, now. That was somebody else’s
whoop, or else I was turned around.

I throwed the paddle down. I heard the whoop again; it
was behind me yet, but in a different place ; it kept coming,
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and kept changing its place, and I kept answering, till by-and-by
it was in front of me again and I knowed the current had swung
the canoe’s head down stream and I was all right, if that was
Jim and not some other raftsman hollering. I couldn’t tell
nothing about voices in a fog, for nothing don’t look natural
nor sound natural in a fog.

The whooping went on, and in about a minute I come a
booming down on a cut bank with smoky ghosts of big trees
on it, and the current throwed me off to the left and shot by,
amongst a lot of snags that fairly roared, the current was tear-
ing by them so swift.

In another second or two it was solid white and still again.
[set perfectly still, then, listening to my heart thump, and I
reckon I didn’t draw a breath while it thumped a hundred.

I just give up, then. I knowed what the matter was.
That cut bank was an island, and Jim had gone down t’other
side of it. It warn’t no tow-head, that you could float by in
ten minutes. It had the big timber of a regular island ; it
might be five or six mile long and more than a half a mile
wide.

I kept quiet, with my ears cocked, about fifteen minutes, I
reckon. I was floating along, of course, four or five mile an
bour; but you don’t ever think of that. No, you feel like you
are laying dead still on the water; and if a little glimpse of a
snag slips by, you don’t think to yourself how fast you’re going,
but you catch your hreath and think, my! how that snag’s
tearing along. If you think it ain’t dismal and lonesome out
in a fog that way, by yourself, in the night, you try it once—
you'll see.

Next, for about a half an hour, I whoops now and then ; at
last I hears the answer a long ways off, and tries to follow it,
but I couldn’t do it, and directly I judged I'd got into a nest
of tow-heads, for I had little dim glimpses of them on both
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sides of me, sometimes just a marrow channel between; and
some that T couldn’t see, I knowed was there, because I'd hear
the wash of the current against the old dead brush and trash
that hung over the banks. Well, I warn’t long losing the
whoops, down amongst the tow-heads; and I only tried to
chase them a little while, anyway, because it was worse than
chasing a Jack-o-lantern. You never knowed a sound dodge
around so, and swap places so quick and so much.

AMONG THE SNAGS.

I had to claw away from the bank pretty lively, four or five
times, to keep from knocking the islands out of the river ; and
so I judged the raft must be butting into the bank every now
and then, or else it would get further ahead and clear out of
hearing—it was floating a little faster than what I was.

- Well, I seemed to be in the open river again, by-and-by,
but T couldn’t hear no sign of a whoop nowheres. I reckoned
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lliin had fetched up on a snag, maybe, and it was all up with
lnm I was good and tlred so I laid down in the canoe and
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when I got to it it warn’t nothing but a couple of saw-logs
made fast together. Then I see another speck, and chased
that; then another, and this time I was right. It was the
raft.

When I got to it Jim was sitting there with his head down
between his knees, asleep, with his right arm hanging over the
steering oar. The other oar was smashed off, and the raft was
littered up with leaves and branches and dirt. So she’s had a
rough time.

I made fast and laid down under Jim’s nose on the raft,
and begun to gap, and stretch my fists out against Jim, and
says:

“Hello, Jim, have I been asleep? Why didn’t you stir
me up ?”

% Groodness gracious, is dat you, Huck ? En you ain’ dead
—you ain’ drownded—you’s back agin? It’s too good for true,
honey, it’s too good for true. Lemme look at you, chile,
lemme feel o’ you. No, you ain’ dead! you’s back agin’, live
en soun’, jis de same ole Huck—de same ole Huck, thanks to
goodness ! ”

“ What’s the matter with you, Jim? You been a drink-
ing ?”

“Drinkin’? Has I ben a drinkin’? Has I had a chance
to be a drinkin’?”

“ Well, then, what makes you talk so Wﬂd ?”

« How does I talk wild?”

“ How? why, haint you been talking about my coming
back, and all that stuff, as if I'd been gone away ? ”

“ Huck—Huck Finn, you look me in de eye; look me in
de eye. Hain't you ben gone away ? ”

“Gone away ? Why, what in the nation do you mean? I
hain’t been gone anywheres. Where would I go to ?”

¢ Well, looky here, boss; dey’s sumfn wrong, dey is. IsI
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me, or who 76 I? Is I heah, or whah 28 I? Now dat’s what
I wants to know ?

“Well, I think you’re here, plain enough, but I think you're
a tangle-headed old fool, Jim.”

“Iis,is I? Well you answerme dis. Didn’t you tote out
de line in de canoe, fer to make fas’ to de tow-head ?

“No, I didn’t. What tow-head? I hain’t seen no tow-
head.” ' -

“You hain’t seen no tow-head? Looky here—didn’t de
line pull loose en de raf’ go a hummin’ down de river, en leave
you en de canoe behine in de fog?” '

“What fog ?

“Why de fog. De fog dat’s ben aroun’ all night. En
didn’t you whoop, en didn’t I whoop, tell we got mix’ up in de
islands en one un us got los’ en t'other one was jis’ as good as
los', kase he didn’ know whah he wuz? En didn’t I bust up
iginalot er dem islands en have a turrible time en mos’ git
drownded? Now ain’ dat so, boss—ain’t it s0? You answer
me dat.”

“Well, this is too many for me, Jim. I hain’t seen no fog,
nor no islands, nor no troubles, nor nothing. I been setting
here talking with you all night till you went to sleep about
ten minutes ago, and I reckon I done the same. You couldn’t
agot drank in that time, so of course you’ve heen dreaming.”

“Dad fetch it, how is I gwyne to dream all dat in ten
Rinutes ? ”

“Well, hang it all, you did dream it, because there didn’t
any of it happen.”

“But Huck, it’s all jis’ as plain to me as——’

“It don’t make no difference how plain it is, there ain’t
othing in it. I know, because I've been here all the time.”

Jim didn’t say nothing for about five minutes, but set there
studying over it. Then he says:

i

K 2
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“Well, den, I reck’n I did dream it, Huck ; but dog my
cats ef it ain’t de powerfullest dream I ever see. En I hain't
ever had no dream b’fo’ dat’s tired me like dis one.”

¢ Oh, well, that’s all right, because a dream does tire a body
like everything, sometimes. But this one was a staving dream
—tell me all about it, Jim.”

So Jim went to work and told me the whole thing right
through, just as it happened, only he painted it up consider-
able. Then he said he must start in and “’terpret” it, because
it was sent for a warning. He said the first tow-head stood for
a man that would try to do us some good, but the current was
another man that would get us away from him. The whoops
was warnings that would come to us every now and then, and
if we didn’t try hard to make out to understand them they’d
just take us into bad luck, ’stead of keeping us out of it. The
lot of tow-heads was troubles we was going to get into with
quarrelsome people and all kinds of mean folks, but if we
minded our business and didn’t talk back and aggravate them,
we would pull through and get out of the fog and into the big
clear river, which was the free States, and wouldn’t have no
more trouble. '

It had clouded up pretty dark just after I got on to the
raft, but it was clearing up again, now.

¢ Oh, well, that’s all interpreted well enough, as far as it
goes, Jim,” I says; “but what does these things stand for?”

It was the leaves and rubbish on the raft, and the smashed
oar. You could see them first rate, now.

Jim looked at the trash, and then looked at me, and back
at the trash again. He had got the dream fixed so strong in
his head that he couldn’t seem to shake it loose and get the
facts back into its place again, right away. But when he did
get the thing straightened around, he looked at me steady,
without ever smiling, and says:
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“What do dey stan’ for? I's gwyne to tell you. When I
got all wore out wid work, en wid de callin’ for you, en went
to sleep, my heart wuz mos’ broke bekase you wuz log’, en I
didn’ k’yer no mo’ what become er me en de raf’. En when I
wike up en fine you back agin’, all safe en soun’, de tears come
en I could a got down on my knees en kiss’ yo’ foot I's so
thankful. En all you wuz thinkin ’bout wuz how you could
make a fool uv ole Jim wid a lie. Dat truck dah is trash; en
trash is what people is dat puts dirt on de head er dey fren’s
en makes ’em ashamed.”

Then he got up slow, and walked to the wigwam, and went
in there, without saying anything but that. But that was
enough, It made me feel so mean I could almost kissed his
foot to get him to take it back.

It was fifteen minutes before I could work myself up to go
and humble myself to a nigger—but I done it, and I warn’t
ever sorry for it afterwards, neither. I didn’t do him no more
mean tricks, and I wouldn’t done that one if I'd a knowed it
would make him feel that way.
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“IT AMOUNTED TO SOMETHING BEING A

RAFTSMAN,”

slept most all day, and
started out at night, a
little ways behind a
monstrous long raft
that was as long going
by as a procession.
She had four long
sweeps at each end, so
we judged she carried
as many as thirty men,
likely. She had five
big wigwams aboard,
wide apart, and an
open camp fire in the
middle, and a tall
flag-pole at each end.
There was a power of
style about her. It
amounted to some-
thing being a raftsman
on such a craft as that.

We went drifting down into a big bend, and the night

clouded up and got hot.

The river was very wide, and was

- walled with solid timber on both sides; you couldn’t see a
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break in it hardly ever, or a light. We talked about Cairo,
and wondered whether we would know it when we got to it.
I said likely we wouldn’t, because I had heard say there warn’t
but about a dozen houses there, and if they didn’t happen to
liave them lit up, how was we going to know we was passing a
town? Jim said if the two big rivers joined together there,
that would show. But I said maybe we might think we was
passing the foot of an island and coming into the same old
niver again, That disturbed Jim—and me too. So the ques-
tion was, what to do? I said, paddle ashore the first time a
light showed, and tell them pap was behind, coming along with
a trading-scow, and was a green hand at the business, and
wanted to know how far it was to Cairo. Jim thought it was a
good idea, so we took a smoke on it and waited.

There warn’t nothing to do, now, but to look out sharp for
the town, and not pass it without seeing it. He said he’d be
nighty sure to see it, because he’d be a free man the minute
he seen it, but if he missed it he’d be in the slave country
again and no more show for freedom. Every little while he
jumps up and says: o

“Dah she is!” :

But it warn’t. It was Jack-o-lanterns, or lightning-bugs ;
s he set down again, and went to watching, same as before,
Jim said it made him all over trembly and feverish to be so
close to freedom. Well, I can tell you it made me all over
trembly and feverish, too, to hear him, because I begun to get
it through my head that he was most free—and who was to
blame for it? Why, me. I couldn’t get that out of my con-
iience, no how nor no way. It got to troubling me so I
couldn’t rest ; I couldn’t stay still in one place. It hadn’t ever
come home to me before, what this thing was that I was doing.
But now it did ; and it staid with me, and scorched me more
and more. I tried to make out to myself that I warn’t to blame,
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because I didn’t run Jim off from his rightful owner; but it
warn’t no use, conscience up and says, every time, ¢ But you
knowed he was running for his freedom, and you could a
paddled ashore and told somebody.” That was so—I couldn’t
get around that, no way. That was where it pinched. Conscience
says to me, “ What had poor Miss Watson done to you, that
you could see her nigger go off right under your eyes and never
say one single word ? What did that poor old woman do to
you, that you could treat her so mean ? Why, she tried to learn
you your book, she tried to learn you your manners, she tried
to be good to you every way she knowed how. That's what she
done.”

I got to feeling so mean and so miserable I most wished I
was dead. I fidgeted up and down the raft, abusing myself to
myself, and Jim was fidgeting up and down past me. We
neither of us could keep still. Every time he danced around
and says, ¢ Dah’s Cairo!” it went though me like a shot, and I
thought if it was Cairo I reckoned I would die of miserable-
ness.

Jim talked out loud all the time while I was talking to my-
self. He was saying how the first thing he would do when he
got to a free State he would go to saving up money and never
spend a single cent, and when he got enough he would buy his
wife, which was owned on a farm close to where Miss Watson
lived ; and then they would both work to buy the two children,
and if their master wouldn’t sell them, they’d get an Ab’litionist
to go and steal them.

It most froze me to hear such talk. He wouldn’t ever
dared to talk such talk in his life before. Just see what a
difference it made in him the minute he judged he was about
free. It was according to the old saying, ¢ Give a nigger an
inch and he’ll take an ell.” Thinks I, this is what comes of
my not thinking. Here was this nigger which I had as good
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as helped to run away, coming right out flat-footed and saying
he would steal his children—children that belonged to a man
I didn’t even know; a man that hadn’t ever done me no harm.

I was sorry to hear Jim say that, it was such a lowering of
him. My conscience got to stirring me up hotter than ever,
until at last I says to it, “ Let up on me—it ain’t too late,
yet—TI’ll paddle ashore at the first light, and tell.” I felt
easy, and happy, and light as a feather, right off. All my
troubles was gone. I went to looking out sharp for a light,
and sort of singing to myself. By-and-by one showed. Jim
sings out :

“ We’s safe, Huck, we’s safe! Jump up and crack yo’ heels,
dat’s de good ole Cairo at las’, I jis knows it!”

I says: :

“I'll take the canoe and go see, Jim. It mightn’t be, you
know.”

He jumped and got the canoe ready, and put his old coat
in the bottom for me to set on, and give me the paddle; and
as I shoved off, he says:

¢ Pooty soon I'll be a-shout’n for joy, en I'll say, it’s all on
accounts o’ Huck ; I’s a free man, en I couldn’t ever ben free ef
it hadn’ ben for Huck ; Huck done it. Jim won’t ever forgit
you, Huck ; you’s de bes’ fren’ Jim's ever had; en you’s de
only fren’ ole Jim’s got now.”

I was paddling off, all in a sweat to tell on him ; but when
he says this, it seemed to kind of take the tuck all out of me.
I went along slow then, and I warn’t right down certain
whether I was glad I started or whether I warn’t. When I was
fifty yards off, Jim says:

“ Dah you goes, de ole true Huck ; de- on’y white genlman
dat ever kep’ his promise to ole Jim.”

Well, I just felt sick. But I says, I got to do it—I can’t
get out of it. Right then, along comes a skiff with two men
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in it, with guns, and they stopped and I stopped. One of them
says: :

“ What’s that, yonder ? ”

“ A piece of a raft,” I says.

“Do you belong on it ? ”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Any men on it?”

¢ Only one, sir.”

“Well, there’s five niggers run off to-night, up yonder above
the head of the bend. Is your man white or black ?”

I didn’t answer up prompt. I tried to, but the words wouldn't
come. I tried, for a second or two, to brace up and out with it,
but I warn’t man enough—hadn’t the spunk of a rabbit. I
see I was weakening ; so I just give up trying, and up and says:

“ He’s white.” ‘

“I reckon we’ll go and see for ourselves.”

“J wish you would,” says I, * because it’s pap that’s there,
and maybe you'd help me tow the raft ashore where the light
is. He’s sick—and so is mam and Mary Ann.”

“Oh, the devil! we’re in a hurry, boy. But I s’pose we've
got to. Come—buckle to your paddle, and let’s get along.”

I buckled to my paddle and they laid to their oars. When
we had made a stroke or two, I says:

“Pap’ll be mighty much obleeged to you, I can tell you.
Everybody goes away when I want them to help me tow the
raft ashore, and I can’t do it by myself.”

“Well, that’s infernal mean. 0dd, too. Say, boy, what’s
the matter with your father? ”

“It’s the—a—the—well, it ain’t anything much.”

They stopped pulling. It warn’t but a mighty ways to the
raft, now. One says :

“Boy, that’s a lie. What 4s the matter with your pap?
Answer up square, now, and it'll be the better for you.”

N\
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*“I will, sir, I will, honest—but don’t leave us, please. It’s
the—the—gentlemen, if youlll only pull ahead, and let me
heave you the head-line, you won’t have to come a-near the
raft—please do.”

“Set her back John, set her back!” says one. They backed
water. ¢ Keep away, boy—keep to looard. Confound it, I
just expect the wind has blowed it to us. Your pap’s got the

“ BOY, THAT'S A LIE.”

small-pox, and you know it precious well. Why didn’t you come
out and say so? Do you want to spread it all over ?”

“Well,” says I, a-blubbering, “I've told everybody before,
and then they just went away and left us.”

% Poor devil, there’s something in that. Weare right down
sorry for you, but we—well, hang it, we don’t want the small-
pox, you see. Look here, I'll tell you what to do. Don’t you
try to land by yourself, or you'll smash everything to pieces.
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You float along down about twenty miles and you'll come to a
town on the left-hand side of the river. It will be long after
sun-up, then, and when you ask for help, you tell them your
folks are all down with chills and fever. Don’t be a fool again,
and let people guess what is the matter. Now we’re trying to
do you a kindness; so you just put twenty miles between us,
that’s a good boy. . It wouldn’t do any good to land yonder
where the light is—it’s only a wood-yard. Say—I reckon
your father’s poor, and I'm bound to say he’s in pretty hard
luck. Here—TI’ll put a twenty dollar gold piece on this board,
and you get it when it floats by. I feel mighty mean to leave
you, but my kingdom ! it won’t do to fool with small-pox, don’t
you see?”

“Hold on, Parker,” says the other man, “here’s a twenty
to put on the board for me. Good-bye, boy, you do as Mr.
Parker told you, and you’ll be all right.”

“That’s so, my boy—good-bye, good-bye. If you see any
runaway niggers, you get help and nab them, and you can
make some money by it.”

“Good-bye, sir,” says I, “I won’t let no runaway niggers
get by me if I can help it.”

They went off and I got aboard the raft, feeling bad and
low, because I knowed very well I had done wrong, and I see it
warn’t no use for me to try to learn to doright ; a body that don’t
get started right when he’s little, ain’t got no show—when the
pinch comes there ain’t nothing to back him up and keep him
to his work, and so he gets beat. Then I thought a minute, and
says to myself, hold on,—s’pose you’d a done right and give
Jim up ; would you felt better than what you donow ? No, says
I, I'd feel bad—1I’d feel just the same way I do now. Well, then,
says I, what’s the use you learning to do right, when it’s
troublesome to do right and ain’t no trouble to do wrong, and
the wages is just the same? I was stuck. I couldn’t answer
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¢ HERE I I8, HUCK.”

«“ Here I is, Huck. Is dey out o’ sight yit? Don’t talk
loud.”

He was in the river, under the stern oar, with just his nose
out. I told him they was out of sight, so he come aboard.
He says:

¢« I was a-listenin’ to all de talk, en I slips into de river en
was gwyne to shove for sho’ if dey come aboard. Den I was



142 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

gwyne to swim to de raf’ agin when dey was gone. But lawsy,
how you did fool ’em, Huck ! Dat wuz de smartes’ dodge! I
tell you, chile, I ’speck it save’ ole Jim—ole Jim ain’t gwyne to
forgit you for dat, honey.”

Then we talked about the money. It was a pretty good
raise, twenty dollars apiece. Jim said we could take deck
passage on a steamboat now, and the money would last us as
far as we wanted to go in the free States. He said twenty
mile more warn’t far for the raft to go, but he wished we was
already there.

Towards daybreak we tied up, and Jim was mighty par-
ticular about hiding the raft good. Then he worked all
day fixing things in bundles, and getting all ready to quit
rafting.

That night about ten we hove in sight of the lights of a
town away down in a left hand bend.

I went off in the canoe, to ask about it. Pretty soon I
found a man out in the river with a skiff, setting a trot-line. I
ranged up and says:

“ Mister, is that town Cairo ? ”

¢ Cairo? no. -You must be a blame’ fool.”

¢ What town is it, mister? ”

“If you want to know, go and find out. If you stay here
botherin’ around me for about half a minute longer, you'll get
something you won’t want.”

I paddled to the raft. Jim was awful disappointed, but I
said never mind, Cairo would be the next place, I reckoned.

We passed another town before daylight, and I was going
out again; but it was high ground, so I didn’t go. No high
ground about Cairo, Jim said. I had forgot it. We laid up for
the day, on a tow-head tolerably close to the left-hand bank.
I begun to suspicion something. So did Jim. I says:

% Maybe we went by Cairo in the fog that night.”
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He says:

“ Doan’ less’ talk about it, Huck. Po’ niggers can’t have
no luck. I awluz ’spected dat rattle-snake skin warn’t done
wid its work.”

« T wish I’d never seen that snake-skin, Jim-—I do wish I'd
never laid eyes on it.”

“It ain’t yo’' fault, Huck; you didn’ know. Don't you
blame yo’self ’bout it.”

When it was daylight, here was the clear Ohio water in
shore, sure enough, and outside was the old regular Muddy!
So it was all up with Cairo.

We talked it all over. It wouldn’t do to take to the shore;
we couldn’t take the raft up the stream, of course. There warn’t
no way but to wait for dark, and start back in the canoe and
take the chances. So we slept all day amongst the cotton-wood
thicket, so as to be fresh for the work, and when we went back
to the raft about dark the canoe was gone !

We didn’t say a word for a good while. There warn’t any-
thing to say. We both knowed well enough it was some more
work of the rattle-snake skin ; so what was the use to talk about
it? It would only look like we was finding fault, and that
would be bound to fetch more bad luck—and keep on fetching
it, too, till we knowed enough to keep still.

By-and-by we talked about what we better do, and found
there warn't no way but just to go along down with the raft
till we got a chance to buy a canoe to go back in. We warn’t
going to borrow it when there warn’t anybody around, the way
pap would do, for that might set people after us.

So we shoved out, after dark, on the raft.

Anybody that don’t believe yet, that it’s foolishness to
handle a snake-skin, after all that that snake-skin done for us,
will believe it now, if they read on and see what more it done
for us.
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The place to buy canoes is off of rafts laying up at shore.
But we didn’t see no rafts laying up ; so we went along during
three hours and more. Well, the night got gray, and ruther
thick, which is the next meanest thing to fog. You can’t tell
the shape of the river, and you can’t see no distance. It got to
be very late and still, and then along comes a steamboat up
the river. We lit the lantern, and judged she would see it.
Up-stream boats didn’t generly come close to us; they go
out and follow the bars and hunt for easy water under the reefs;
but nights like this they bull right up the channel against the
whole river.

We could hear her pounding along, but we didn’t see her
good till she was close. She aimed right for us. Often they
do that and try to see how close they can come without touching ;
sometimes the wheel bites off a sweep, and then the pilot sticks -
his head out and laughs, and thinks he’s mighty smart. Well,
here she comes, and we said she was going to try to shave us;
but she didn’t seem to be sheering off a bit. She was a big one,
and she was coming in a hurry, too, looking like a black clond
with rows of glow-worms around it; but all of a sudden she
bulged out, big and scary, with a long row of wide-open furnace
doors shining like red-hot teeth, and her monstrous bows and
guards hanging right over us. There was a yell at us, and
a jingling of bells to stop the engines, a pow-wow of cussing,
and whistling of steam—and as Jim went overboard on ome
side and I on the other, she come smashing straight through
the raft.

I dived—and I aimed to find the bottom, too, for a thirty-
foot wheel had got to go over me, and I wanted it to have
plenty of room. I could always stay under water a minute;
this time I reckon I staid under water a minute and a half.
Then I bounced for the top in a hurry, for I was nearly busting.
I popped out to my arm-pits and blowed the water out of my
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nose, and puffed a bit. Of course there was a booming current ;
and of course that boat started her engines again ten seconds
after she stopped them, for they never cared much for raftsmen ;
so now she was churning along up the river, out of sight in the
thick weather, though I could hear her.

I sung out for Jim about a dozen times, but I didn’t get
any answer ; so I grabbed a plank that touched me while I was

CLIMBING UP THE BANK.

“treading water,” and struck out for shore, shoving it ahead of
me. But I made out to see that the drift of the current was
towards the left-hand shore, which meant that I was in a
crossing ; so I changed off and went that way.
It was one of these long, slanting, two-mile crossings; so I
¥as a good long time in getting over. I made a safe landing,
i aud clum up the bank. I couldn’t see but a little ways, but I
= L
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went poking along over rough ground for a quarter of a mile or
more, and then I run across a big old-fashioned double log

|

house before I noticed it. I was going to rush by and get .

away, but a lot of dogs jumped out and went to howling and
barking at me, and I knowed better than to move another peg.




’ about half a minute

J somebody spoke out

1. of a window, without
putting his head out,

and says:

)x “Be done, boys!

Who's there ?”
1 says:
[ “It’s me.”
“Who's me ?”
| ¢ Greorge Jackson,
i sir.”

“ What do you
want?”

“T don’t want no-
thing, sir. I only want
to go along by, but
the dogs won’t let me.”

“ What are you prowling around here this time of night,
for—hey?”

“J warn’t prowling around, sir; I fell overboard off of the
steamboat.” :

« QOh, you did, did you? Strike a light there, somebody.
What did you say your name was?”

“WHO'S THERE!”

L2
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“ George Jackson, sir. I'm only a boy.”

“Look here; if youre telling the truth, you needn’t be
afraid—nobody ’ll hurt you. But don’t try to budge; stand
- right where you are. Rouse out Bob and Tom, some of you,
and fetch the guns. George Jackson, is there anybody with
you?”

“ No, sir, nobody.”

I heard the people stirring around in the house, now, and
see a light. The man sung out:

¢ Snatch that light away, Betsy, you old fool—ain’t you got
any sense? Put it on the floor behind the front door. Bob,
if you and Tom are ready, take your places.”

« All ready.”

“ Now, George Jackson, do you know the Shepherdsons?”

¢ No, sir—I never heard of them.”

“ Well, that may be so, and it mayn’t. Now, all ready.
Step forward, George Jackson. And mind, don’t you hurry—
come mighty slow. If there’s anybody with you, let him keep
back—if he shows himself he’ll be shot. Come along, now.
Come slow; push the door open, yourself—just enough to
squeeze in, d’ you hear ?”

I didn’t hurry, I couldn’t if I'd a wanted to. I took one
slow step at a time, and there warn’t a sound, only I thought I
could hear my heart. The dogs were as still as the humans,
but they followed a little behind me. When I got to the three
log door-steps, I heard them unlocking and unbarring and un-
bolting. I put my hand on the door and pushed it a little and
a little more, till somebody said, ¢ There, that’s enough—put
your head in.” I done it, but I judged they would take it off.

The candle was on the floor, and there they all was, looking
at me, and me at them, for about a quarter of a minute. Three
big men with guns pointed at me, which made me wince, I tell
you ; the oldest, gray and about sixty, the other two thirty or
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more—all of them fine and handsome—and the sweetest old
gray-headed lady, and back of her two young women which I
couldn’t see right well. The old gentleman says:

“There—I reckon it’s all right. Come in.”

As soon as I was in, the old gentleman he locked the door
and barred it and bolted it, and told the young men to come in
with their guns, and they all went in a big parlour that had a
new rag carpet on the floor, and got together in a corner that
was out of range of ‘the front windows—there warn’t none on
the side. They held the candle, and took a good look at me,
and all said, ¢ Why ke ain’t a Shepherdson—no, there ain’t any
Shepherdson about him.” Then the old man said he hoped I
wouldn’t mind being searched for arms, because he didn’t mean
o harm by it—it was only to make sure. So he didn’t pry
into my pockets, but only felt outside with his hands, and said
it was all right. He told me to make myself easy and at home,
and tell all about myself; but the old lady says:

“Why bless you, Saul, the poor thing’s as wet as he can
be; and don’t you reckon it may be he’s hungry ?”

“True for you, Rachel—I forgot.”

So the old lady says:

“Betsy ” (this was a nigger woman), “ you fly around and
get him something to eat, as quick as you can, poor thing ; and
one of you girls go and wake up Buck and tell him— Oh,
here he is himself. Buck, take this little stranger and get the
wet clothes oft from him and dress him up in some of yours
that's dry.”

Buck looked about as old as me—thirteen or fourteen or
along there, though he was a little bigger than me. He hadn’t
on anything but a shirt, and he was very frowsy-headed. He
come in gaping and digging one fist into his eyes, and he was
dragging a gun along with the other one. He says:

“Ain’t they no Shepherdsons around ?”
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They said, no, ’twas a false alarm.
“Well,” he says, if they’d a ben some, I reckon I'd a got

They all laughed, and Bob says:

one

i\l

‘“ BUCK.”

“Why, Buck, they might have scalped us all, you’ve been
so slow in coming.”

“Well, nobody come after me, and it ain’t right. I'm
always kep’ down ; I don’t get no show.”

“Never mind, Buck, my boy,” says the old man, *you’ll
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have show enough, all in good time, don’t you fret about that.
Go Tong with you now, and do as your mother told you.”

When we got upstairs to his room, he got me a coarse shirt
and a roundabout and pants of his, and I put them on. While
I was at it he asked me what my name was, but before I could
tell him, he started to telling me about a blue jay and a young
rabbit he had catched in the woods day before yesterday, and
he asked me where Moses was when the candle went out. I
said I didn’t know ; I hadn’t heard about it before, no way.

“Well, guess,” he says.

“How'm I going to guess,” says I, “ when I never heard
tell about it before ? ”

“But you can guess, can’t you? It’s just as easy.”

“ Which candle?” I says.

“ Why, any candle,” he says.

“I don’t know where he was,” says I; ¢ where was he?”

“Why, he was in the dark/ That’s where he was!”

“Well, if you knowed where he was, what did you ask me
for?”»

“Why, blame it, it’s a riddle, don’t you see? Say, how
long are you going to stay here? You got to stay always.
We can just have booming times—they don’t have no school
10w, Do you own a dog? I've got a dog—and he’ll go in
the river and bring out chips that you throw in. Do you like
to comb up, Sundays, and all that kind of foolishness? You
bet I don’t, but ma she makes me. Confound these old
britches, I reckon I'd better put ’em on, but I'd ruther not, it’s
so warm. Are you all ready? All right—come along, old
hoss.”

Cold corn-pone, cold corn-beef, butter and butter-milk—-
that is what they had for me down there, and there ain’t nothing
better that ever I’ve come across yet. Buck and his ma and
all of them smoked cob pipes, except the nigger woman, which
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was gone, and the two young women. They all smoked and
talked, and I eat and talked. The young women had quilts
around them, and their hair down their backs. They all asked
me questions, and I told them how pap and me and all the
family was living on a little farm down at the bottom of Arkan-
saw, and my sister Mary Ann run off and got married and
never was heard of no more, and Bill went to hunt them and
he warn’t heard of no more, and Tom and Mort died, and then
there warn’t nobody but just me and pap left, and he was just
trimmed down to nothing, on account of his troubles ; so when
he died I took what there was left, because the farm didn't
belong to us, and started up the river, deck passage, and fell
overboard ; and that was how I come to be here. So they said
I could have a home there as long as I wanted it. Then it was
most daylight, and everybody went to bed, and I went to bed
with Buck, and when I waked up in the morning, drat it all,
I had forgot what my name was. So I laid there about an
hour trying to think, and when Buck waked up, I says:

¢ Can you spell, Buck ?”

“Yes,” he says.

“I bet you can’t spell my name,” says L.

“I bet you what you dare I can,” says he.

“ All right,” says I, ¢ go ahead.”

¢ G-o-r-g-e J-a-x-o-n—there now,” he says.,

“Well,” says I, “ you done it, but I didn’t think you could.
It ain’t no slouch of a name to spell—right off without study-
ing.”

I set it down, private, because somebody might want me to
spell it, next, and so I wanted to be handy with it and rattle it
off like I was used to it.

It was a mighty nice family, and a mighty nice house, too.
I hadn’t seen no house out in the country before that was so nice
and had so much style. It didn’t have an iron latch on the
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front door, nor a wooden one with a buckskin string, but a
brass knob to turn, the same as houses in a town. There
warn’t no bed in the parlour, not a sign of a bed ; but heaps of
parlours in towns has beds in them. There was a big fireplace
that was bricked on the bottom, and the bricks was kept clean
and red by pouring water on them and scrubbing them with
another brick; sometimes they washed them over with red
water-paint that they call Spanish-brown, same as they do in
town. They had big brass dog-irons that could hold up a saw-
log. There was a clock on the middle of the mantel-piece,
with a picture of a town painted on the bottom half of the glass
front, and a round place in the middle of it for the sun, and
you could see the pendulum swing behind it. It was beautiful
to hear that clock tick; and sometimes when one of these
peddlers had been along and scoured her up and got her in
good shape, she would start in and strike a hundred and fifty
before she got tuckered out. They wouldn’t took any money
for her.

Well, there was a big outlandish parrot on each side of the
clock, made out of something like chalk,and painted up gaudy.
Byone of the parrots was a cat made of crockery,and a crockery
dog by the other ; and when you pressed down on them they
squeaked, but didn’t open their mouths nor look different nor
interested. They squeaked through underneath. There was
a couple of big wild-turkey-wing fans spread out behind those
things. On a table in the middle of the room was a kind of a
lovely crockery basket that had apples and oranges and peaches
and grapes piled up in it, which was much redder and yellower
and prettier than real ones is, but they warn’t real because you
could see where pieces had got chipped off and showed the
white chalk or whatever it was, underneath.

This table had a cover made out of beautiful oil-cloth, with
ared and blue spread-eagle painted on it,and a painted border
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all around. It come all the way from Philadelphia, they said.
There was some books too, piled up perfectly exact, on each
corner of the table. One was a big family Bible, full of pic-
tures. One was “Pilgrim’s Progress,” about a man that left
his family it didn’t say why. I read considerable in it now and
then. The statements was interesting, but tough. Another
was “ Friendship’s Offering,” full of beautiful stuff and poetry;
but I didn’t read the poetry. Another was Henry Clay’s
Speeches, and another was Dr. Gunn’s Family Medicine, which
told you all about what to do if a body was sick or dead. There
was a Hymn Book, and a lot of other books. And there was
nice split-bottom chairs, and perfectly sound, too—not bagged
down in the middle and busted, like an old basket.

They had pictures hung on the walls—mainly Washingtons
and Lafayettes, and battles, and Highland Marys, and one
called “Signing the Declaration.” There was some that they
called crayons, which one of the daughters which was dead
made her own self when she was only fifteen years old. They
was different from any pictures I ever see before; blacker,
mostly, than is common. One was a woman in a slim black
dress, belted small under the arm-pits, with bulges like a cab-
bage in the middle of the sleeves, and a large Dblack scoop-
shovel bonnet with a black veil, and white slim ankles crossed
about with black tape,and very wee black slippers, like a chisel,
and she was leaning pensive on a tombstone on her right elbow,
under a weeping willow, and her other hand hanging down her
side holding a white handkerchief and a reticule, and under-
neath the picture it said, ¢ Shall I Never See Thee More Alas?”
Another one was a young lady with her hair all combed up
straight to the top of her head, and knotted there in front of 2
comb like a chair-back, and she was crying into a handkerchief
and had a dead bird laying on its back in her other hand with
its heels up, and underneath the picture it said, *I Shall Never
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Hear Thy Sweet Chirrup More Alas!” There was one where a
young lady was at a window looking up at the moon, and tears
running down her cheeks; and she had an open letter in one hand
with black sealing-wax showing on one edge of it, and she was
mashing a locket with a chain to it against her mouth, and under-

v

“IT MADE HER LOOK SPIDERY.”

neath the picture it said, “ And Art Thou Gone Yes Thou Art
Gone Alas!” These was all nice pictures, I'reckon, but I didn’t
somehow seem to take to them, because if ever I was down a
little, they always give me the fan-tods. Everybody was sorry
she died, because she had laid out a lot more of these pictures
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to do, and a body could see by what she had done what they
had lost. But I reckoned, that with her disposition, she was
having a better time in the grave-yard. She was at work on
what they said was her greatest picture when she took sick,
and every day and every night it was her prayer to be allowed
to live till she got it done, but she never got the chance. It
was a picture of a young woman in a long white gown, standing
on the rail of a bridge all ready to jump off, with her hair all
down her back, and looking up to the moon, with the tears
running down her face, and she had two arms folded across her
breast, and two arms stretched out in front, and two more
reaching up towards the moon—and the idea was, to see
which pair would look best and then scratch out all the other
arms ; but, as I was saying, she died before she got her mind
made up, and now they kept this picture over the head of the
bed in her room, and every time her birthday come they hung
flowers on it. Other times it was hid with a little curtain.
The young woman in the picture had a kind of a nice sweet
face, but there was so many arms it made her look too spidery,
seemed to me.

This young girl kept a scrap-book when she was alive, and
used to paste obituaries and accidents and cases of patient suf-
fering in it out of the ¢ Presbyterian Observer,’and write poetry
after them out of her own head. It was very good poetry.
This is what she wrote about a boy by the name of Stephen
Dowling Bots that fell down a well and was drownded :

Ope 10 STEPHEN Dowrine Bots, Drc'p.

And did young Stephen sicken,
And did young Stephen die ?

And did the sad hearts thicken,
And did the mourners cry ?

No; such was not the fate of
Young Stephen Dowling Bots;
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Though sad hearts round him thickened,
"Twas not from sickness’ shots.

No whooping-cough did rack his frame,
Nor measles drear, with spots :

Not these impaired the sacred name
Of Stephen Dowling Bots,

“THEY GOT HIM OUT AND EMPTIED HIM.”

Despised love struck not with woe
That head of curly knots,

Nor stomach troubles laid him low,
Young Stephen Dowling Bots.
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Oh no. Then list with tearful eye,
‘Whilst T his fate do tell. '
His soul did from this cold world fly,

By falling down a well.

They got him out and emptied him ;
Alas it was too late ;

His spirit was gone for to sport aloft
In the realms of the good and great.

If Emmeline Grangerford could make poetry like that
before she was fourteen, there ain’t no telling what she could
a done by-and-by. Buck said she could rattle off poetry like
nothing. She didn’t ever have to stop to think. He said she
would slap down a line, and if she couldn’t find anything to
rhyme with it she would just scratch it out and slap down
another one, and go ahead. She warn’t particular, she could
write about anything you choose to give her to write abou!,
just so it was sadful. Every time a man died, or a woman
died, or a child died, she would be on hand with her ¢ tribute ”
before he was cold. She called them tributes. The neighbours
said it was the doctor first, then Emmeline, then the undertaker
—the undertaker never got in ahead of Emmeline but once, and
then she hung fire on a rhyme for the dead person’s name, which
was Whistler. She warn’t ever the same, after that ; she never
complained, but she kind of pined away and did not live long.
Poor thing, many’s the time I made myself go up to the little
room that used to be hers and get out her poor old scrap-book
and read in it when her pictures had been aggravating me and
I had soured on her a little. I liked all that family, dead ones
and all, and warn’t going to let anything come between us.
Poor Emmeline made poetry about all the dead people when
she was alive, and it didn’t seem right that there warn’t nobody
to make some about her, now she was gone ; so I tried to sweat
out a verse or two myself, but I couldn’t seem to make it go,
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somehow. They kept Emmeline’s room trim and nice and all
the things fixed in it just the way she liked to have them when
she was alive, and nobody ever slept there. The old lady took
care of the room herself, though there was plenty of niggers,
and she sewed there a good deal and read her Bible there,
mostly.

Well, as I was saying about the parlour, there was beautiful
curtains on the windows: white, with pictures painted on them,
of castles with vines all down the wails,and cattle coming down
todrink. There was a little old piano, too, that had tin pans
in it, I reckon, and nothing was ever so lovely as to hear the
young ladies sing, “The Last Link is Broken ” and play “ The
Battle of Prague ” on it. The walls of all the rooms was plas-
tered, and most had carpets on the floors, and the whole house
was whitewashed on the outside.

It was a double house, and the big open place betwixt them
was roofed and floored, and sometimes the table was set there
in the middle of the day, and it was a cool, comfortable place.
Nothing couldn’t be better. And warn’t the cooking good,
and just bushels of it too!

THE HOUSE.
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GRANGERFORD was

a gentleman, you see.

He was a gentleman

all over; and so was

his family. He was

well born, as the say-

ing is, and that’s worth

as much in a man a

it is in a horse, so the

Widow Douglass said,

and nobody ever de-

nied that she was of

the first aristocracy in

our town; and pap he

-always said it, too,

though he warn’t no

more quality than a

COL. GRANGERFORD. mud-cat, himself. Col.
Grangerford was very tall and very slim, and had a darkish-paly
complexion, not a sign of red in it anywheres; he was clean-
shaved every morning, all over his thin face, and he had the
thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kind of nostrils, and a
high nose, and heavy eyebrows, and the blackest kind of eyes,
sunk so deep back that they seemed like they was looking out
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of caverns at you, as you maysay. His forehead was high, and
his hair was black and straight,and hung to his shoulders. His
hands was long and thin, and every day of his life he put on a
clean shirt and a full suit from head to foot made out of linen
so white it hurt your eyes to look at it ; and on Sundays he
wore a blue tail-coat with brass buttons on it. He carried a
mahogany cane with a silver head to it. There warn't no
frivolishness about him, not a bit,and he warn’t ever loud. He
was as kind as he could be—you could feel that, you know, and
so you had confidence. Sometimes he smiled, and it was good
to see ; but when he straightened himself up like a liberty-pole,
and the lightning begun to flicker out from under his eyebrows
you wanted to climb a tree first, and find out what the matter
was afterwards. He didn’t ever have to tell anybody to mind
their manners—everybody was always good-mannered where he
was. Everybody loved to have him around, too; he was sun-
shine most always—I mean he made it seem like good weather.
When he turned into a cloud-bank it was awful dark for a half
2 minute and that was enough; there wouldn’t nothing go
wrong again for a week.

When him and the old lady come down in the morning, all
the family got up out of their chairs and give them good-day,
and didn’t set down again till they had set down. Then Tom
and Bob went to the sideboard where the decanters was, and
mixed a glass of bitters and handed it to him, and he held it in
his hand and waited till Tom’s and Bob’s was mixed, and then
they bowed and said, “ Our duty to you, sir, and madam ;” and
they bowed the least bit in the world and said thank you, and
8 they drank, all three,and Bob and Tom poured a spoonful of
water on the sugar and the mite of whisky or apple brandy in
the bottom of their tumblers, and give it to me and Buck, and
we drank to the old people too.

| Bob was the oldest, and Tom next. Tall, beautiful men
M
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with very broad shoulders and brown faces, and long black hair
and black eyes. They dressed in white linen from head to foot,
like the old gentleman, and wore broad Panama hats. '

Then there was Miss Charlotte, she was twenty-five, and tall |
and proud and grand, but as good as she could be, when she
warn’t stirred up; but when she was, she had a look that would
make you wilt in your tracks, like her father. She was beau-
tiful,

So was her sister, Miss Sophia, but it was a different kind.
She was gentle and sweet, like a dove, and she was only twenty.

Each person had their own nigger to wait on them—Buck,
too. My nigger had a monstrous easy time, because I warn’t
used to having anybody do anything for me, but ‘Buck’s was on
the jump most of the time.

This was all there was of the family, now; but there “used
to be more—three sons; they got killed; and Emmeline that
died.

The old gentleman owned a lot of farms, and over a hundred
niggers. Sometimes a stack of people would come there, horse-
back, from ten or fifteen mile around, and stay five or six days,
and have such junketings round about and on the river, and
dances and picnics in the woods, day-times, and balls at the
house, nights. These people was mostly kin-folks of the family.
The men brought their guns with them It was a handsome
lot of quality, I tell you.

There was another clan of aristocracy around there—five or
six families—mostly of the name of Shepherdson. They was as
high-toned, and well born, and rich and grand, as the tribe of
Grangerfords. The Shepherdsons and the Grangerfords used
the same steamboat landing, which was about-two mile abové
our house; so sometimes when I went up there with a lot of
our folks I used to see a lot of the Shepherdaons there, on their ,
fine horses.
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One day Buck and me was away out in the woods, hunt-
ing, and heard a horse coming. We was crossing the road.
Buck says:

“Quick! Jump-for the woods!”

We done it, and then peeped down the woods through -the

\
YOUNG HARNEY SHEPHERDSON.

leaves, Pretty soon a splendid young man come galloping
down the road, setting his horse easy and looking like a soldier.
He had his gun across his pommel. I had seen him before. It
was young Harney Shepherdson. I heard Buck’s gun go off at
my ear, and Harney’s hat tumbled off from his head. He

N2
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grabbed his gun and rode straight to the place where we was
hid. But we didn’t wait. We started through the woods on a
run. The woods warn’t thick, so I looked over my shoulder, to
dodge the bullet, and twice I seen Harney cover Buck with his
gun; and then he rode away the way he come—to get his hat,
I reckon, but I couldn’t see. We never stopped running till
we got home. The old gentleman’s eyes blazed a minute—
t'was pleasure, mainly, I judged—then his face sort of smoothed
down, and he says, kind of gentle:

“I don’t like that shooting from behind a bush. Why
didn’t you step into the road, my boy ?”

“ The Shepherdsons don’t, father. They always take ad-
vantage.”

Miss Charlotte she held her head up like a queen while
Buck was telling his tale, and her nostrils spread and her eyes
snapped. The two young men looked dark, but never said
nothing. Miss Sophia she turned pale, but the colour come
back when she found the man warn’t hurt.

Soon as I could get Buck down by the corn-cribs under the
trees by ourselves, I says:

“Did you want to kill him, Buck ?”

“Well, I bet I did.”

“What did he do to you?”

“Him? He never done nothing to me.” -

“Well, then, what did you want to kill him for ? ”

“ Why, nothing—only it’s on account of the feud.”

“ What's a feud ? ”

“Why, where was you raised? Don’t you know what a
feud is ? ”

¢ Never heard of it before—tell me about it.”

“Well,” says Buck, “a feud is this way. A man has a
quarrel with another man, and kills him ; then that other man’s
brother kills 24m ; then the other brothers, on both sides, goes
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for one another; then the cousims chip in—and by-and-by
everybody’s killed off, and there aint no more feud. But it’s
kind of slow, and takes a long time.”

“Has this one been going on long, Buck ? ”

“Well, I should reckon! it started thirty year ago, or

MISS CHARLOTTE.

som’ers along there. There was trouble ’hout something and
then a lawsuit to settle it ; and the suit went agin one of the
men, and so he up and shot the man that won the suit-——which
he would naturally do, of course. Anybody would.”

“ What was the trouble about, Buck ?—land ?”

«] reckon maybe—I don’t know.”
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“ Well, who done the shooting >—was it a Grangerford or a
Shepherdson ?”

“ Laws, how do I know ? it was so long ago.”

“Don’t anybody know ?”

¢ Oh, yes, pa knows, I reckon, and some of the other old
folks ; but they don’t know now what the row was about in the
first place.”

¢ Has there been many killed, Buck ? ”

“ Yes—right smart chance of funerals. But they don’t
always kill. Pa’s got a few buck-shot in him; but he don’t
mind it ’cuz he don’t weigh much anyway. Bob’s been carved
up some with a bowie, and Tom’s been hurt once or twice.”

<« Has anybody been killed this year, Buck ? ”

“Yes, we got one and they got one. ’Bout three months :
ago, my cousin Bud, fourteen year old, was riding through the

woods, on t'other side of the river, and didn’t have no weapon
with him, which was blame’ foolishness, and in a lonesome
place he hears a horse a-coming behind him, and sees old Baldy
Shepherdson a-linkin’ after him with his gun in his hand and
his white hair a-flying in the wind ; and ’stead of jumping off
and taking to the brush, Bud lowed he could outrun him ; so
they had it, nip and tuck, for five mile or more, the old man a-
gaining all the time ; so at last Bud seen it warn’t any use, so
he stopped and faced around so as to have the bullet holes in
front, you know, and the old man he rode up and shot him
down. But he didn’t git much chance to enjoy his luck, for
inside of a week our folks laid Aim out.”

¢ T reckon that old man was a coward, Buck.”

¢ Ireckon he warn’t-a coward. Not by a blame’ sight. There
ain’t a coward amongst them Shepherdsons—not a one. And
there ain’t no cowards amongst the Grangerfords, either. Why,
that old man kep’ up his end in a fight one day, for a half an
hour, against three Grangerfords, and come out winner. They
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was all a-horseback ; he Iit off of his horse and got behind a little
wood-pile, and kep’ his horse before him to stop the bullets ;
but the Grangerfords staid on their horses and capered around
the old man, and peppered away at him, and he peppered away
at them. Him and his horse both went home pretty leaky and
crippled, but the Grangerfords had to be fetched home—and
one of ’em was d nd, and another died the next day. No, sir,
if a body’s out hunting for cowards, he don’t want to fool away
any time amongst them Shephersons, becuz they don’t breed any
of that kind.” ’

Next Sunday we all went to church, about three mile,
everybody a-horseback. The men took their guns along, so did
Buck, and kept them between their knees or stood them handy
against the wall. The Shepherdsons done the same. It was
pretty ornery preaching—all about brotherly love, and such-like
tiresomeness ; but everybody said it was a good sermon, and
they all talked it over going home, and had such a powerful lot
to say about faith, and good works, and free grace, and prefore-
ordestination, and I don’t know what all, that it did seem to
me to be one of the roughest Sundays I had run across yet.

About an hour after dinner everybody was dozing around,
some in their chairs and some in their rooms, and it got to be
pretty dull. Buck and a dog was stretched out on the grass in
the sun, sound asleep. I went up to our room, and judged I
would take a nap myself. I found that sweet Miss Sophia
standing in her door, which was next to ours, and she took me
in her room and shut the door very soft, and asked me if I
liked her, and I said I did ; and she asked me if I would do
something for her and not tell anybody, and I said I would.
Then she said she'd forgot her Testament, and left it in the
seat at church, between two other books, and would I slip out
quiet and go there and fetch it to her, and not say nothing to
nobody. I said I would. So I slid out and slipped off up the
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road, and there warn’t anybody at the church, except maybe a
hog or two, for there warn’t any lock on the door, and hogs
likes a puncheon floor in summer-time because it’s cool. If
you notice, most folks don’t go to church only when they’ve got
to; but a hog is different.

- - -

“ AND ASKED ME IF I LIKED HER.” ”

Says I to myself something’s up—it ain’t natural for a girl
to be in such a sweat about a Testament ; so I give it a shake,
and out drops a little piece of paper with ¢ Half-past-two”
wrote on it with a pencil. I ransacked it, but couldn’t find
anything else. I couldn’t make anything out of that, so I put
the paper in the book again, and when I got home and up-
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stairs, there was Miss Sophia in her door waiting for me. She
pulled me in and shut the door ; then she looked in the Testa-
ment till she found the paper, and as soon as she.read it she
looked glad ; and before a body could think, she grabbed me
and give me a squeeze, and said I was the best boy in the
world, and not to tell anybody. She was mighty red in the
face, for a minute, and her eyes lighted up, and it made her
powerful pretty. I was a good.deal astonished, but when I got
my breath I asked her what the paper was about, and she
asked me if T had read it, and I said ¢ no,” and she asked me if I
could read writing, and I told her « No, only coarse-hand,” and
then she said the paper warn’t anything but a book-mark to
keep her place, and I might go and play now.

I went off down to the river, studying over this thing, and
pretty soon I noticed that my nigger was following along be-
hind. When we was out of sight of the house, he looked back
and around a second, and then comes a-running, and says :—

“Mars Jawge, if you’ll come down into de swamp, I'll show
you a whole stack o’ water-moccasins.”

Thinks I, that’s mighty curious; he said: that yesterday.
He oughter know a body don’t love water-moccasins enough to
goaround hunting for them. What is he up toanyway? Sol
says—

“All right, trot ahead.”

I followed a half a mile, then he struck out over the swamp
and waded ankle deep as much as another half-mile. We come
to a little flat piece of land which was dry and very thick with
trees and bushes and vines, and he says—

“You shove right in dah, jist a few steps, Mars Jawge,
dah’s whah dey is. I’s seed ’m befo’, I don’t k’yer to see ’em
10 mo’.”

Then he slopped right along and went away, and pretty
soon the trees hid him. I poked into the place a-ways, and
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come to a little open patch as big as a bedroom, all hung around
with vines, and found a man laying there asleep—and by jings
it was my old Jim !

I waked him up, and I reckoned it was going to be a grand
surprise to him to see me again, but it warn’t. He nearly
cried, he was so glad, but he warn’t surprised. Said he swum
along behind me, that night,and heard me yell every time, but
dasn’t answer, because he didn’t want nobody to pick Aim up,
and take him into slavery again. Says he—

“I got hurt a little, en couldn't swim fas’, so I wuz a con-
sidable ways behine you, towards de las’; when you landed I
reck’ned I could ketch up wid you on de lan’ ’doubt havin’ to
shout at you, but when I see dat house I begin to go slow. I
’uz off too fur to hear what dey say to you—1I wuz *fraid o’ de
dogs—but when it *uz all quiet agin, I knowed you’s in de
house, so I struck out for de woods to wait for day. Early in
de mawnin’ some er de niggers come along, gwyne to de fields,
en dey tuck me en showed me dis place, whah de dogs can’t
track me on accounts o’ de water, en dey brings me truck to
eat every night, en tells me how you’s a gitt'n along.”

“ Why didn’t you tell my Jack to fetch me here sooner,
Jim ?”

“ Well, ’twarn’t no use to ’sturb you, Huck, tell we could do
sumfn—but we’s all right, now. I ben a-buyin’ pots en pans
en vittles, as I got a chanst, en a patchin’ up de raf’, nights,
when ?

« What raft, Jim ? *

¢ QOur ole raf’.”

“You mean to say our old raft warn’t smashed all to
flinders ?

“No, she warn’t. She was tore up a good deal—one en’ of
her was—but dey warn’t no great harm donme, on’y our traps
was mos’ all los’. Ef we hadn’ dive’ so deep en swum so fur
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under water, en de night had’n ben so dark, en we warn’t so
sk’yerd, en ben sich punkin-heads, as de sayin’ is, we’d a seed
de raf’. But it’s jis’ as well we didn’t, ’kase now she’s all fixed
up agin mos’ as good as new, en we’s got a new lot o’ stuff, too,
in de place o’ what ’uz los’.”

“Why, how did you get hold of the raft again, Jim—did
you catch her ?”

“ How I gwyne to ketch her, en I out in de woods? No,
some er de niggers foun’ her ketched on a snag, along heah in
de ben’y en dey hid her in a crick, ‘mongst de willows, en dey
wuz so much jawin’ ’bout which un 'um she b’long to de mos’,
dat I come to heah ’hout it pooty soon, so I ups en settles de
trouble by tellin’ 'um she don’t blong to none uv um, but to
youen me ; en I ast ‘'m if dey gwyne to grab a young white
genlman’s propaty, en git a hidn for it? Den I gin ‘m ten
cents apiece, en dey 'uz mighty well satisfied, en wisht some
mo’ raf’s *ud come along en make ’m rich agin. Dey’s mighty
good to me, dese niggers is, en whatever I wants 'm to do fur
me, I doan’ have to ast 'm twice, honey. Dat Jack’s a good
nigger, en pooty smart.”

“Yes, he is. He ain’t ever told me you was here ; told
me to come, and he’d show me a lot of water-moccasins. If
anything happens, ke ain’t mixed up in it. He can say he
uever seen us together, and it’ll be the truth.”

I don’t want to talk much about the next day. I reckon
Il cut it pretty short. Iwaked up about dawn,and was agoing
to turn over and go to sleep again, when I noticed how still it
was—didn’t seem to be anybody stirring. That warn’t usual.
Next I noticed that Buck was up and gone. Well, I gets up,
a-wondering, and goes downstairs—nobody around ; everything
ag gtill as a mouse. Just the same outside ; thinks I, what
does it mean ? Down by the wood-pile I comes across my Jack,
and says :
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“What’s it all about ?”

Says he:

“ Don’t you know, Mars Jawge ?”

“No,” says I, «“I don’t.”

“Well, den, Miss Sophia’s run off! ’deed she has. She run
off in de night, sometime—nobody don’t know jis’ when—run
off to git married to dat young Harney Shepherdson, you know
——leastways, so dey ’spec. De fambly foun’ it out, ’bout half an
hour ago—maybe a little mo’—en’ I tell you dey warn’t no
time los’. Sich another hurryin’ up guns en hosses yow never
see! Dewomen folks has gone for to stir up derelations, en ole
Mars Saul en de boys tuck dey guns en rode up de river
road for to try to ketch dat young man en kill him ’fo’ he kin
git acrost de river wid Miss Sophia. I reck’n dey’s gwyne to be
mighty rough times.”

“ Buck went off ’thout waking me up.”

“Well, I reck’n he did! Dey warn’t gwyne to mix you up
in it. Mars Buck he loaded up his gun en ’lowed he’s gwyne
to fetch home a Shepherdson or bust. - Well, dey’ll be plenty un
’'m dah, I reck’n, en you bet you he’ll fetch one ef he gits a
chanst.” : ’

I took up the river road as hard asI could put. By-and-by
I begin to hear guns a good ways off. When I come in sight
of the log store and the wood-pile where the steamboats land, I
worked along under the trees and brush till I got to a good
place, and then I clumb up into the forks of a cotton-wood that
was out of reach, and watched. There was a wood-rank four
foot high, a little ways in front of the tree, and first I was
going to hide behind that; but maybe it was luckier I didn't.

There was four or five men cavorting around on their
horses in the open place before the log store, cussing and yelling,
and trying to get at a couple of young chaps that was behind
the wood-rank alongside of the steamboat landing—but they
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couldn’t come it. Every time one of them showed himself on
the river side of the wood-pile he got shot at. The two boys
was squatting back to back behind the pile, so they could
watch both ways.

By-and-by the men stopped cavorting around and yelling.
They started riding towards the store; then up gets one of the
boys, draws a steady bead over the wood-rank, and drops one of

« BEHIND THE WOOD PILE.”

them out of his saddle. All the men jumped off of their horses
and grabbed the hurt one and started to carry him to the store;
and that minute the two boys started on the run. They got
hzllf-way to the tree I was in before the men noticed. Then
the men see them, and jumped on their horses and took out after
them. They gained on the boys, but it didn’t do no good, the
boys had too good a start; they got to the wood-pile that was
in front of my tree, and slipped in bekind it, and so they had
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the bulge on the men again. One of the boys was Buck, and
the other was a slim young chap about nineteen years old.

The men ripped around awhile, and then rode away.
As soon as they was out of sight, I sung out to Buck and told
him. He didr’t know what to make of my voice coming out of
the tree, at first. He was awful surprised. He told me to
watch out sharp and let him know when the men came in sight
again ; said they was up to some devilment or other—wouldn’t
be gone long. I wished I was out of that tree, but I dasn't
come down. Buck begun to cry and rip, and "lowed that him
and his cousin Joe (that was the other young chap) would
make up for this day, yet. He said his father and his two
brothers was killed, and two or three of the enemy. Said the
Shepherdsons laid for them, in ambush. Buck said his father
and brothers ought to waited for their relations—the Shepherd-
sons was too strong for them. I asked him what was become
of young Harney and Miss Sophia. He said they’d got across
the river and was safe. I was glad of that; but the way Buck
did take on because he didn’t manage to kill:Harney that day
he shot at him—I hain’t ever heard anything like it.

All of a sudden, bang ! bang! bang! goes three or four guns
—the men had slipped around through the woods and come in
from behind without their horses! The boys jumped for the
river—both of them hurt—and as they swum down the current
the men run along the bank shooting at them and singing out,
« Kill them, kill them!” It made me so sick I most fell out
of the tree. I ain’t agoing to tell all that happened—it would
make me sick again if I was to do that. I wished I hadn’t ever
come ashore that night, to see such things. I ain’t ever going
to get shut of them—Iots of times I dream about them.

I staid in the tree till it begun to get dark, afraid to.come
down. Sometimes I heard guns away off in the woods; and
twice I seen little gangs of men gallop past the log store with
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guns; so I reckoned the trouble was still agoing on. I was
mighty down-hearted ; so I made up my mind I wouldn’t ever
go anear that houss again, because I reckoned I was to blame,
somehow. T judged that that piece of paper meant that Miss
Sophia was to meet Harney somewheres at half-past two and
run off; and I judged I ought to told her father about that
paper and the curious way she acted,and then maybe he would
a locked her up and this awful mess wouldn’t ever happened.

When I got down out of the tree, I crept along down the
river bank a piece, and found the two bodies laying in the edge
of the water, and tugged at them till I got them ashore ; then
I covered up their faces, and got away as quick as I could. I
cried a little when I was covering up Buck’s face, for he was
mighty good to me.

It was just dark, now. I never went mnear the house, but
strack through the woods and made for the swamp. Jim
warn’t on his island, so I tramped off in a hurry for the’crick,
and crowded through the willows, red-hot to jump aboard and
get out of that awful country—the raft was gone! My souls,
but I was scared! I couldn’t get my breath for most a minute.
Then Iraised a yell. A voice not twenty-five foot from me, says—

“Good lan’! is dat you, honey? Doan’ make no noise.”

It was Jim’s voice—nothing ever sounded so good before.
I'run along the bank a piece and got aboard, and Jim he
grabbed me and hugged me, he was so glad to see me. He
says—

“Laws bless you, chile, I *uz right down sho’ you’s dead
agin. Jack’s been heah, he say he reck’n you’s ben shot, kase
you didn’ come home no mo’; so I's jes’ dis minute a startin’
de raf’ down towards de mouf er de crick, so’s to be all ready for
to shove out en leave soon as Jack comes agin en tells me for
certain you ¢8 dead. Lawsy, I's mighty glad to git you back
agin, honey.”
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I says—

¢ All right—that’s mighty good ; they won’t find me, and
theyll think I've been killed, and floated down the river—
there’s something up there that’ll help them to think so—so
don’t you lose no time, Jim, but just shove off for the big
water as fast as ever you can.” :

I never felt easy till the raft was two mile below there and
out in the middle of the Mississippi. Then we hung up our
signal lantern, and judged that we was free and safe once more.
I hadn’t had a bite to eat since yesterday ; so Jim he got out
some corn-dodgers and butter-milk, and pork and cabbage, and
greens—there ain’t nothing in the world so good, when it's
cooked right—and whilst I eat my supper we talked, and had
a good time. I was-powerful glad to get away from the feuds,
and so was Jim to get away from the swamp. We said there
warn’t no home like a raft, after all. Other places do seem so
cramped up and smothery, but a raft don’t. You feel mighty
free and easy and comfortable on a raft.



TWO or three days and
nights went by; I
reckon I might say
they swum by, they
slid along so quiet
and smooth and lovely.
Here is the way we
put in the time. It
was a monstrous big
river down there—
sometimes a mile and
a half wide; we run
nights, and laid wup
and hid day-times;
soon as night was most
gone, we stopped navi-

rEEL S 5 :
L 200 gating and tled. up—
nearly always in the
HIDING DAY-TIMES. dead water undel' a

tow-head ; and then
cut young cotton-woods and willows and hid the raft with them.
Then we set out the lines. Next we slid into the river and had
‘& swim, 50 as to freshen up and cool off ; then we set down on

the sandy bottom where the water was about knee-deep, and
: N
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watched the daylight come. Not a sound anywheres—perfectly
still—just like the whole world was asleep, only sometimes the
bull-frogs a-clattering, maybe. The first thing to see, looking
away over the water, was a kind of dull line—that was the
woods on t'other side—you couldn’t make nothing else out;
then a pale place in the sky; then more paleness, spreading
around ; then the river softened up, away off, and warn’t black
any more, but gray; you could see little dark spots drifting
along, ever so far away—trading scows, and such things; and
long black streaks—rafts ; sometimes you could hear a sweep
screaking ; or jumbled up voices, it was so still, and sounds
come so far; and by-and-by you could see a streak on the
water which you know by the look of the streak that there’s |
a spag there in a swift current which breaks on it and
makes that streak look that way ; and you see the mist curl up
off of the water, and the east reddens up, and the river, and
you make out a log cabin in the edge of the woods, away on the
bank on t’other side of the river, being a wood-yard, likely, and
piled by them cheats so you can throw a dog through it any-
wheres ; then the nice breeze springs up, and comes fanning
you from over there, so cool and fresh, and sweet to smell, on
account of the woods and the flowers ;- but sometimes not that
way, because they've left dead fish laying around, gars, and
such, and they do get pretty rank ; and next you've got the
full day, and everything smiling in the sun, and the song-birds
just going it!

A little smoke couldn’t be noticed, now, so we would take
some fish off of the lines and cook up a hot breakfast. And
afterwards we would watch the lonesomeness of the river, and
kind of lazy along, and by-and-by lazy off to sleep. Wake up,
by-and-by, and look to see what done it, and maybe see a
steamboat, coughing along up stream, so. far off towards.the
other side you couldn’t tell nothing about her only whether she
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was stern-wheel or side-wheel; then for about an hour there
wouldn’t be nothing to hear nor nothing to see—just solid
lonesomeness. Next you'd see a raft sliding by, away off yonder,
and maybe a galoot on it chopping, because they’re most always
doing it on a raft ; you'd see the axe flash, and come down—jyou
don’t hear nothing ; you see that axe go up again, and by the
time it's above the man’s head, then you hear the k'chunk /—it
had took all that time to come over the water. So we would
put in the day, lazying around, listening to the stillness. Once
there was a thick fog, and the rafts and things that went by
was beating tin pans so the steamboats wouldn’t run over them.
A scow or a raft went by so close we could hear them talking
and cussing and laughing—heard them plain ; but we couldn’t
see no sign of them ; it made you feel crawly, it was like spirits
carying on that way in the air. Jim said he believed it was
spirits ; but I says:

“No, spirits wouldn’t say, ¢ dern the dern fog.’”

Soon as it was night, out we shoved ; when we got her out
to about the middle, we let her alone, and let her float where-
ever the current wanted her to; then we lit the pipes, and
dangled our legs in the water and talked about all kinds of
thinggs—we was always naked, day and night, whenever the
mosquitoes would let us—the new clothes Buck’s folks made
for me was too good to be comfortable, and besides I didn’t go
much on clothes, nohow.

Sometimes we’d have that whole river all to ourselves for the
longest time. Yonder was the banks and the islands, across
the water ; and maybe a spark—which was a candle in a cabin
vindow—and sometimes on the water you could see a spark or
two—on a raft or a scow, you know ; and maybe you could hear
afiddle or a song coming over from one of them crafts. . It’s
lovely to live on a raft. We had the sky, up there, all speckled
with stars, and we used to lay on our backs and look up at

N2
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them, and discuss about whether they was made, or only just
happened—Jim he allowed they was made, but I allowed they
happened ; I judged it would have took too long to makeso
many. Jim said the moon could a laid them; well, that looked
kind of reasonable, so I didn’t say nothing against it, because
T've seen a frog lay most as many, so of course it could be done.
We used to watch the stars that fell, too, and see them streak
down. Jim allowed they’d got spoiled and was hove out of the
nest.

Once or twice of a night we would see a steamboat slipping
along in the dark, and now and then she would belch a whole
world of sparks up out of her chimbleys, and they would rain
down in the river and look awful pretty; then she would turna
corner and her lights would wink out and her pow-wow shut off
and leave the river still again ; and by-and-by her waves would
get to us, a long time after she was gone, and joggle the raft a
~ bit, and after that you wouldnt hear nothing for you couldn’
tell how long, except maybe frogs or something.

After midnight the people on shore went to bed, and then
for two or three hours the shores was black—no more sparks in
the cabin windows. These sparks was our clock—the first one
that showed again meant morning was coming, so we hunted a
place to hide and tie up, right away.

- One morning about day-break, I found a canoe and crossed
over a chute to the main shore—it was only two hundred yards
—and paddled about a mile up a crick amongst the cypress
woods, to see if I couldn’t get some berries. Justas I was pass-
ing a place where a kind of cow-path crossed the crick, here
comes a couple of men tearing up the path as tight as they
could foot it. I thought I was a goner, for whenever anybody
was after anybody I judged it was me—or maybe Jim. I was
about to dig out from therein-a hurry, but they was pretty close
to me then, and sung out and begged me to save their lives—
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said they hadn’t been doing nothing, and was being chased for
it—said there was men and dogs a-coming. They wanted to
jump right in, but I says—

“Don’t you do'it. I don’t hear the dogs and horses yet;
you’ve got time to crowd through the brush and get up the

€’ -

‘““ AND DOGS A-COMING.”

erick a little ways ; then you take to the water and wade down
to me and get in—that’ll throw the dogs off the scent.”

They done it, and soon as they was aboard I lit out for our
tow-head, and in about five or ten minutes we heard the dogs
and the men away off, shouting. We heard them come along
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towards the crick, but couldn’t see them ; they seemed to. stop
and fool around a while ; then, as we got further and further
away all the time, we couldn’t hardly hear them at all ; by the
time we had left a mile of woods behind us and struck the river,
everything was quiet, and we paddled over to the tow-head and
hid in the cotton-woods and was sufe.

One of these fellows was about seventy, or upwards, and had
a bald head and very gray whiskers. He had an old battered-
up slouch hat on, and a greasy blue woollen shirt, and ragged
old blue jeans britches stuffed into his boot tops, and home-
knit galluses—no, he only had one. He had an old long-tailed
blue jeans coat with slick brass buttons, lung over his arm, and
both of them had big fat ratty-looking carpet-bags.

The other fellow was about thirty and dressed about as
ornery. After breakfast we all laid off and talked, and the first
thing that come out was that these chaps didn’t know one
another.

“What got you into trouble ? ” says the baldhead to t’other °
chap.

“Well, I'd been selling an article to take the tartar off the
teeth—and it does take it off, too, and generly the enamel
along with it—but I staid about one night longer than I ought
to, and was just in the act of sliding out when I ran across you
on the trail this side of town, and you told me they were
coming, and begged me to help you to get off. So I told you
I was expecting trouble myself and would scatter out with you.
That’s the whole yarn—what’s yourn ? ”

“Well, I'd ben a-runnin’ a little temperance revival thar,
’bout a week, and was the pet of the women-folks, big and little,
for I was makin’ it mighty warm for the rummies, I tell you,
and takin’ as much as five or six dollars a night—ten cents a
head, children and niggers free—and business a growin’ all the
time ; when somehow or anothera little report got around, last
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night, that' I had a way of puttin’ in my time with a private
jugyon-the sly. A nigger rousted me out this mornin’, and
told me the people was getherin’ on the quiet, with their dogs
and horses, and they’d be along pretty soon and give me ’bout
half an hour’s start, and then run me down, if they could ; and
if they got me they'd tar and feather me and ride me on a rail,
sure. I didn’t wait for no breakfast—I warn’t hungry.”

“0ld man,” says the young one. “I reckon we might
double-team it together ; what do you think?”

“I ain’t undisposed. What’s your line—mainly ?”

“Jour printer, by trade ; do a little in patent medicines ;
theatre-actor—tragedy, you know ; take a turn at mesmerism
and phrenology when there’s a chance ; teach singing geography
school for a change ; sling a lecture, sometimes—oh, I do lots
of things—most anything that comes handy, so it ain’t work.
What’s your lay ? ”

“I've done considerble in the doctoring way in my time.
Layin’ on o’ hands is my best holt—for cancer, and paralysis,
and sich things ; and I k’n tell a fortune pretty good, when I've
got somebody along to find out the facts for me. Preachin’s
my line, too; and workin’ camp-meetin’s; and missionaryin’
around.”

Nobody never said anything for a while ; then the young
man hove a sigh and says—

“Alas!”

“ What ’re you alassin’ about ? ” says the baldhead.

“To think I should have lived to be leading such a life, and
be degraded down into such company.” And he begun to wxpe
the corner of his eye with a rag.

“ Dern your skin, ain’t the company good enough for you?”
says the baldhead, pretty pert and uppish.

“Yes, it i8 good enough for me; it’s as good as I deserve ;

-for who fetched me so low, when I'was so high? 7 did myself.
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I don’t blame you, gentlemen—far from it ; I don’t blame any-
body. I deserve it all. Let the cold world do its worst ; one
thing I know—there’s a grave somewhere for me. The world
may go on just as its always done, and take everything from me
—loved onmes, property, everything—but it can’t take that.

¢“ BY RIGHTS I AM A DUKE!”

-Some day I'll lie down in it and forget it all, and my poor
broken heart will be at rest.” He went on a-wiping.

“ Drot your pore broken heart,” says the baldhead : * what
are you heaving your pore broken heart at us f’r? We hain't
done nothing.”

“No, I know you haven’t. I ain’t blaming you, gentle-
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‘men. I brought myself down—jyes, I did it myself. It’s right
I should suffer—perfectly right—1I don’t make any moan.”

“ Brought you down from whar? Whar was you brought
down from ?”

“Ah, you would not believe me ; the world never believes
—Ilet it pass—’tis no matter. The secret of my birth——"

“The secret of your birth? - Do you mean to say——"

“Gentlemen,” says the young man, very solemn, “I will
reveal it to you, for I feel I may have confidence in you. By
rights I am a duke!”

Jim’s eyes bugged out when he heard that; and I reckon
mine did, too. Then the baldhead says: “ No! you can’t
mean jt ?”

“Yes. My great-grandfather, eldest son of the Duke of
Bridgewater, fled to this country about the end of the last cen-
tury, to breathe the pure air of freedom ; married here, and
died, leaving a son, his own father dying about the same time.
The second son of the late duke seized the title and estates—
the infant real duke was ignored. I am the lineal descendant
of that infant—I am the rightful Duke of Bridgewater; and
here am I, forlorn, torn from my high estate, hunted of men,
despised by the cold world, ragged, worn, heart-broken, and
degraded to the companionship of felons on a raft ! ”

Jim pitied him: ever so much, and so did I. We tried to
comfort him, but he said it warn’t much use, he couldn’t be
much comforted ; said if we was a mind to acknowledge him,
that would do him more good than most anything else; so we
said we would, if he would tell us how. He said we ought to
bow, when we spoke to him, and say “ Your Grace,” or « My
Lord,” or ¢ Your Lordship "—and he wouldn't mind it if we
cilled him plain “ Bridgewater,” which he said was a title,
anyway, and not a name ; and one of us ought to wait on him
at dinner, and do any little thing for him he wanted done.
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Well, that was all easy, so we done it. All through dinner
Jim stood around and waited on him, and says, ¢« Will yo’
3race have some o’ dis, orjsome o’ dat ? ” and so on, and a body
could see it was mighty pleasing to him.

But the old man got pretty silent, by-and-by—didn’t have
much’to say, and didn’t look pretty comfortable over all that
petting that was going on around that duke. He seemed to
have something on his mind, So, along in the afternoon, he
says:

“ Looky here, Bilgewater,” he says, “ I'm nation sorry for
you, but you ain’t the only person that’s had troubles like that.”

({3 NO ?” .

“No, you ain’t. Youain’t the only person that’s ben snaked
down wrongfully out’n a high place.” :

“Alas!”

“ No, you ain’t the only person that’s had a secret of hxs
birth.” And by jings, ke begins to cry.

“Hold! What do you mean?”

¢ Bilgewater, kin I trust you ?” says the old man, still sort
of sobbing.

“To the bitter death!” He took the old man by the hand
and squeezed it, and says, “ The secret of your being : speak'”

¢ Bilgewater, I am the late Dauphin!”

You bet you Jim and me stared, this time. Then the duke
says:

“You are what?”

“ Yes, my friend, it is too true—your eyes is lookin’ at this
very moment on the pore disappeared Dauphin, Looy the
Seventeen, son of Looy the Sixteen and Marry Antonette.”

“You! At your age! No! You mean youre the late
Charlemagne ; you must be six or seven hundred years old, at
the very least.”

“ Trouble has done it, Bilgewater, trouble has dome it;
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trouble has brung these gray hairs and this premature balditude,
Yes, gentlemen, you see before you, in blue jeans and misery,
the wanderin’, exiled, trampled-on, and sufferin’ rightful King
of France.”

Well, he cried and took on 80, that me and Jim didn’t know
hardly what to do, we was so sorry—and so glad and proud we’d

ot ta

¢“1 AM THE LATE DAUPHIN.”

got him with us, too. So we set in, like we done before with
the duke, and tried to comfort 2im. But he said it warn’t no
use, nothing but to be dead and done with it all could do him
any good ; though he said it often made him feel easier and
better for a while if people treated him according to his rights,
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and got down on one knee to speak to him, and always called
him “ Your Majesty,” and waited on him first at meals, and
didn’t set down in his presence till he asked them. So Jim
and me set to majestying him, and doing this and that and
t’other for him, and standing up till he told us we might set
‘down. This done him heaps of good, and so he got cheerful
and comfortable. But the duke kind of soured on him, and
didn’t look a bit satisfied with the way things was going ; still,
the king acted real friendly towards him, and said the duke’s
great-grandfather and all the other Dukes of Bilgewater was a
good deal thought of by his father, and was allowed to come tv
the palace considerable ; but the duke staid huffy a good while,
till by-and-by the king says:

¢ Like as not we got to be together a blamed long time,on
this h-yer raft, Bilgewater, and so what’s the use o’ your bein’
sour? It’ll only make things oncomfortable. It ain’t my fault
I warn’t born a duke, it ain’t your fault you warn’t born a king
—-s0 what’s the use to worry? Make the best o’ things the
way you find ’em, says I—that’s my motto. This ain’t no bad
thing that we’ve struck here—plenty grub and an easy life—
come, give us your hand, Duke, and less all be friends.”

The duke done it, and Jim and me was pretty glad to see
it. It took away all the uncomfortableness,and we felt mighty
good over it, because it would a been a miserable business to
have any unfriendliness on the raft; for what you want, above
all things, on a raft, is for everybody to be satisfied, and feel
right and kind towards the others.

It didn’t take me long to make up my mind that these liars
warn’t no kings nor dukes, at all, but just low-down humbugs
and frauds. But I never said nothing, never let on ; kept it to
myself; it’s the best way; then you don’t have mo quarrels,
and don’t get into no trouble. If they wanted us to call them
kings and dukes, I hadn’t no objections, ’long as it would keep
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peace in the family ; and it warn’t no use to tell Jim,so I didn’t
tell him. If I never learnt nothing else out of pap I learnt
that the best way to get along with his kind of people is to let
them have their own way.
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ON THE RAFT. souri, where I was born,
and they all died off but me and pa and my brother Ike. Pa,
he ’lowed he’d break up and go down and live with Uncle Ben,
who’s got a little one-horse place on the river, forty-four mile
below Orleans. Pa was pretty poor, and had some debts; so
when he’d squared up there warn’t nothing left but sixteen
dollars and our nigger, Jim. That warn’t enough to take us
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fourteen hundred mile, deck passage nor no other way. Well,
when the river rose, pa had a streak of luck one day; he
ketched this piece of a raft ; so we reckoned we’'d go down to
Orleans on it. Pa’s luck didn’t hold out; a steamboat run
over the forrard corner of the raft, one night, and we all went
overboard and dove under the wheel ; Jim and me come up, all
right, but pa was drunk, and Ike was only four years old, so
they never come up no more. Well, for the next day or two
we had considerable trouble, because people was always coming
out in skiffs and trying to take Jim away from me, saying they
believed he was a runaway nigger. We den’t run day-times
no more, now ; nights they don’t bother us.”

The duke says— »

“Leave me alone to cipher out a way so we can run in 1 the
day-time if we want to. I’ll think the thing over—I’ll invent
aplan that’ll fix it. We'll let it alone for to-day, because of
course we don’t want to go by that town yonder in dayhght—lt
mightn’t be healthy.”

Towards night it begun to darken up and look llke rain:
the heat lightning was squirting around, low down in the sky,
and the leaves was beginning to shiver—it was going to be pretty
ugly, it was easy to see that. So the duke :and the. king went
to overhauling our wigwam, to see what the beds was like. My
bed was a straw tick—better than Jim’s, which was a corn-shuck
tick ; there’s always cobs around about in a shuck tick, and they
poke into you and hurt; and when you roll over, the dry
thucks sound like you was rolling over in a pile of dead leaves ;
it makes such a rustling that you wake up. Well, the duke
dlowed he would take my bed; but the king allowed he
vouldn’t, He says—

“Ishould a reckoned the dlﬁ'erence in rank would a sejested
to you that a corn-shuck bed warn’t just fitten for me to sleep
on.  Your Gracell take the shuck bed yourself.”
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Jim and me was in a sweat again, for a minute, being afraid
there was going to be some more trouble amongst them ; so we
was pretty glad when the duke says—

«’Tis my fate to be always ground into the mire under the
iron heel of oppression. Misfortune has broken my once haughty
spirit ; I yield, I submit ; ’tis my fate. I amalone in the world
—Ilet me suffer ; I can bear it.”

We got away as soon as it was good and dark. The king
told us to stand well out towards the middle of the river, and
not show a light till we got a long ways below the town. We
come in sight of the little bunch of lights by-and-by—that was
the town, you know—and slid by, about a half a mile out, all
right. When we was three-quarters of a mile below, we hoisted
up our signal lantern ; and about ten o’clock it come on to rain
and blow and thunder and lighten like everything ; so the king
told us to both stay on watch till the weather got better ; then
him and the duke crawled into the wigwam and turned in for
the night. It was my watch below, till twelve, but I wouldn’t
a turned in, anyway, if I'd bad a bed ; because a body don’t see
such a storm as that every day in the week, not by a long sight.
My souls, how the wind did scream along! And every second
or two there’d come a glare that lit up the white-caps for half
a mile around, and you'd see the islands looking dusty through
the rain, and the trees thrashing around in the wind; then
comes a h-wack/—bum! bum! bumble-umble-um-bum-bum-
bum-bum—and the thunder would go rumbling and grumbling
away, and quit—and then rip comes another flash and another
sockdolager. The waves most washed me off the raft, some-
times, but I hadn’t any clothes on, and didn’t mind. We
didn’t have no trouble about snags ; the lightning was glaring
and flittering around so constant that we could see them plenty
soon enough to throw her head this way or that and miss them.

I had the middle watch, you know, but I was pretty sleepy
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by that time, so Jim he said he would stand the first half of it
for me; he was always mighty good that way, Jim was. I
crawled into the wigwam, but the king and the duke had their
legs sprawled around so there warn’t no show for me ; so I laid
outside—I didn’t mind the rain, because it was warm, and the
waves warn’t running so high, now. About two they come up
again, though, and Jim was going to call me, but he changed
his mind because he reckoned they warn’t high enough yet to
do any harm ; but he was mistaken about that, for pretty soon
all of a sudden along comes a regular ripper, and washed me
overboard. It most killed Jim a-laughing. He was the easiest
nigger to laugh that ever was, anyway.

I took the watch, and Jim he laid down and snored away;
and by-and-by the storm let up for good and all ; and the first
cabin-light that showed, I rousted him out and we slid the raft
into hiding-quarters for the day.

The king got out an old ratty deck of cards, after breakfast,
and him and the duke played seven-up a while, five cents a
game. Then they got tired of it, and allowed they would “lay
out a campaign,” as they called it. The duke went down into
his carpet-bag and fetched up a lot of little printed bills, and
read them out loud. One bill said ¢ The celebrated Dr. Armand
de Montalban, of Paris,” would “lecture on the Science of
Phrenology ” at-such and such a place, on the blank day of
blank, at ten cents admission, and  furnish charts of character
at twenty-five cents apiece.” The duke said that was kim. In
another bill he was the ¢ world renowned Shaksperean tragedian,
Garrick the Younger, of Drury Lane, London.” In other bills
he had a lot of other names and done other wonderful things,
like finding water and gold with a ¢ divining rod,” ¢ dissipating
witch-spells,” and so on.” By-and-by he says—

“ But the histrionic muse is the darling. Have you ever
trod the boards, Royalty ?”

o]
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“ No,” says the king.

“You shall, then, before you’re three days older, Fallen
Grandeur,” says the duke. “The first good town we come to,
we'll hire a hall and do the sword-fight in Richard III. and the
balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet. How does that strike
you?”

“I'm in, up to the hub, for anything that will pay, Bilge-
water, but you see I don’t know nothing about play-actn’, and
hain’t ever seen much of it. I was too small when pap used to
have ’em at the palace. Do you reckon you can learn me ? ”

“Easy!”

« All right. I’m jist a-freezn’ for something fresh, anyway.
Less commence, right away.”

So the duke he told him all about who Romeo was, and who
Juliet was, and said he was used to being Romeo, so the king
could be Juliet. :

“But if Juliet’s such a young gal, duke, my peeled head
and my white whiskers is goin’ to look oncommon odd on her,
maybe.”

“No, don’t you worry—these country jakes won’t ever think
of that. Besides, you know, you’ll be in costume, and that
makes all the difference in the world ; Juliet’s in a balcony,
enjoying the moonlight before she goes to bed, and she’s got
on her night-gown and her ruffled night-cap. Here are the
costumes for the parts.” .

He got out two or three curtain-calico suits, which he said
was meedyevil armour for Richard III. and t'other chap, and a
long white cotton night-shirt and a ruffled night-cap to match.
The king was satisfied ; so the duke got out his book and read
the parts over in the most splendid spread-eagle way, prarcing
around and acting at the same time, to show how it had got to
be done ; then he give the book to the king and told him to get
bhis part by heart.
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There was a little one-horse town about three mile down
the bend, and after dinner the duke said he had ciphered out
his idea about how to run in daylight without it being danger-
some for Jim ; so he allowed he would go down to the town
and fix that thing. The king allowed he would go too, and see

THE KING AS JULIET.

if he couldn’ strike something. We was out of coffee, so Jim
said I better go along with them in the canoe and get some.
When we got there, there warn’t nobody stirring ; streets
empty, and perfectly dead and still, like Sunday. We found a
sick nigger sunning himself in a back yard, and he said every-
o2
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body that warn’t too young or too sick or too old was gene to
camp-meeting, about two mile back in the woods. The king
got the directions, and allowed he’d go and work that camp-
meeting for all it was worth, and I might go, too.

The duke said what he was after was a printing office. We
found it ; a little bit-of a concern, up over a carpenter shop—
carpenters and printers all gone to the meeting, and no doors
locked. It was a dirty, littered-up place, and bad ink marks,
and handbills with pictures of horses and runaway niggers on
them, all over the walls. The duke shed his coat and said he
was all right, now. So me and the king lit out for the camp-
meeting. :

We got there in about a half an hour, fairly dripping, for it
was a most awful hot day. There was as much as a thousand
people there, from twenty mile around. The woods was full of
teams and wagons, hitched everywheres, feeding out of the
wagon troughs and stomping to keep off the flies. There was
sheds made out of poles and roofed over with branches, where
they had lemonade and gingerbread to sell, and piles of water-
melons and green corn and such-like truck.

The preaching was going on under the same kinds of sheds,
only they was bigger and held crowds of people. The benches
was made out of outside slabs of logs, with holes bored in the
round side to drive sticks into for legs. They didn’t have no
backs. The preachers had high platforms to stand on, at one
end of the sheds. The women had on sun-bonnets ; and some
had linsey-woolsey frocks, some gingham ones, and a few of the
young ones had on calico. Some of the young men was bare-
footed, and some of the children didn’t have on any clothes but
just a tow-linen- shirt. Some of the old women was knitting,
and some of the young folks was courting on the sly.

The first shed we come to, the preacher was lining out a
hymn. He lined out two lines, everybody sung it, and it was
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kind of grand to hear it, there was so many of them and they
done it in such a rousing way; then he lined out two more for
them to sing—and so on. The people woke up more and more,
and sung louder and louder ; and towards the end some begun
to groan, and some begun to shout. Then the preacher begun

[ L |

]
“ COURTING ON THE BLY.”

to preach ; and begun in earnest, too; and went weaving first
to one side of the platform and then the other, and then a lean-
ing down over the front of it, with his arms and his body going
all the time, and shouting his words out with all his might ;
and every now and then he would hold up his Bible and spread
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it open, and kind of pass it around this way and that, shouting,
“It’s the brazen serpent in the wilderness! Look upon it and
live!” And people would shout out, ¢ Glory !'—A-a-men!”
And so he went on, and the people groaning and crying and
saying amen :

¢ Oh, come to the mourners’ bench ! come, black with sin!
(amen!) come, sick and sore! (amen!) come, lame and halt,
and blind! (amen!) come, pore and needy, sunk in shame !
(a-a-men!) come all that’s worn, and soiled, and suffering !—
come with a broken spirit! come with a contrite heart! come
in your rags and sin and dirt! the waters that cleanse is free,
the door of heaven stands open—oh, cnter in and be at rest ! *
(a-a-men! glory, glory hallelujah!)

And so on. You couldn’t make out what the preacher said,
any more, on account of the shouting and crying. Folks got
up, everywheres in the crowd, and worked their way, _]ust by
main strength, to the mourners’ bench, with the tears running
down their faces ; and when all the mourners had got up there
to the front benches in a crowd, they sung, and shouted,
and flung themselves down on the straw, just crazy and
wild. _

Well, the first I knowed, the king got agoing; and you
could hear him over everybody ; and next he went a-charging
up on to the platform and the preacher he begged him to speak
to the people, and he done it. He told them he was a pirate—
been a pirate for thirty years, out in the Indian Ocean, and his
crew was thinned out considerable, last spring, in a fight, and
he was home now, to tuke out some fresh men, and thanks to
goodness he’d been robbed last night, and put ashore off of a
steamboat without a cent, and he was glad of it, it was the
blessedest thing that ever happened to him, because he was a
changed man now, and happy for the first time in his life ; and
poor as he was, he was going to start right off and work his way
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back to the Indian Ocean and put in the rest of his life trying
to turn the pirates into the true path : for he could do it better
than anybody else, being acquainted with all the pirate crews
in that ocean; and though it would take him a long time to
get there without money, he would get there anyway, and every
time he convinced a pirate he would say to him, “Don’t you

“ A PIRATE FOR THIRTY YEARS.”

thank me, don’t you give me no credit, it all belongs'to them
dear people in Pokeville camp-meeting, natural brothers and
benefactors of the race—and that dear preacher there, the truesy
friend a pirate ever had !”

And then he busted into tears, and so did everybody. Then
somebody sings out, ¢ Take up a collection for him, take up a

\
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collection1” Well, a half a dozen made a jump to do it, but
somebody sings out, ¢ Let him pass the hat around!” Then
everybody said it, the preacher too.

So the king went all through the crowd vuth his bat, swab-
bing his eyes, and blessing the people and praising them and
thanking them for being so good to the poor pirates away off
there; and every little while the prettiest kind of girls, with
the tears running down their-cheeks, would up and ask him
would he let them kiss him, for to remember him by; and he
always done it; and some-of them“he hugged and kissed as
many as five or six times—and he was invited to stay a week ;
and everybody wanted him to live in their houses, and said
they’d think it was an honour; but he said as this was the last
day of the camp-meeting he couldn’t do no good, and besides
he was in a sweat to get to the Indian' Ocean right off and go
to work on the pirates.

When we got back to the raft and he come to count up, he
found he had collected eighty-seven dollars and seventy-five
cents. And then he had fetched away a three-gallon jug of
whisky, too, that he found under a wagon when we was starting
home through the woods. The king said, take it all around, it
laid over any day he’d ever put in in the missionarying line.
He said it warn’t no use talking, heathens don’t amount
to shucks, alongside of pirates, to work a camp-meeting
with.

The duke was thinking ke'd been doing pretty well, till
the king come to show up, but after that he didn’t think so so
much. He had set up and printed off two little jobs for farmers,
in that printing office—horse bills—and took the money, four
dollars. And he had got in ten dollars’ worth of advertisements
for the paper, which he said he would put in for four dollars if
they would pay in advance—so they done it. The price of
the paper was two dollars a year, but he took in three subscrip-
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tions for half a dollar apiece on condition of them paying him
in advance ; they were going to pay in cord-wood and onions,
as usual, but he said he had just bought the concern and
knocked down the price as low as he could afford it, and was
going to run it for cash. He set up a little piece of poetry,

ANOTHER LITTLE JOB.

which he made, himself, out of his own head—three verses—
kind of sweet and saddish—the name of it was, ¢ Yes, crush,
cold world, this breaking heart ”—and he left that all set up
and ready to print in the paper and didn’t charge nothing for
it. Well, he took in nine dollars and a half, and said he’d done
a pretty square day’s work for it.
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Then he showed us another little job he’d printed and
hadn’t charged for, because it was for us. It had a picture of
a runaway nigger, with a bundle on a stick, over his shoulder,
and “ 8200 reward ” under it. The reading was all about Jim,
and just described him to a dot. It said he run away from St.
Jacques’ plantation, forty mile below New Orleans, last winter,
and likely went north, and whoever would catch him and send
him back, he could have the reward and expenses.

% Now,” says the duke, *after to-night we can run in the
daytime if we want to. Whenever we see anybody coming, we
can tie Jim hand and foot with a rope, and lay him in the wig-
wam and show this handbill and say we captured him up the
river, and were too poor to travel on a steamboat, so we got this
little raft on credit from our friends and are going down to get
the reward. Handcuffs and chains would look still better on
Jim, but it wouldn’t go well with the story of us being so poor.
Too much like jewellery. Ropes are the correct thing—we
must preserve the unities, as we say on the boards.”

We all said the duke was pretty smart, and there couldn’t
be no trouble about running daytimes. We judged we could
make miles enough that night to get out of the reach of the
pow-wow we reckoned the duke’s work in the printing office was
going to make in that little town—then we could boom right
along, if we wanted to.

We laid low and kept still, and never show ed out till nearly
ten o’clock ; then we slid by, pretty wide away from the town,
and didn’t hoist our lantern till we was clear out of sight
of it.

When Jim called me to take the watch at four in the morn-
ing, he says—

 Huck, does you reck’n we gwyne to run across any mo’
kings on dis trip?”

“No,” I says, “I reckon not.”
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“Well,” says he, «dat’s all right, den. I doan’ mine one er
two kings, but dat’s enough. Dis one’s powerful drunk, en de
duke ain’ much better.”

I found Jim had been trying to get him to talk French, so
he could hear what it was like ; but he said he had been in this
country so long, and had so much trouble, he’d forgot it.
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let his legs dangle in the water, so as to be comfortable, and
lit his pipe, and went to getting his Romeo and Juliet by
heart. When he had got it pretty good, him and the duke
begun to practise it together. The duke had to learn him over
and over again, how to say every speech; and he made him
sigh, and put his hand on his heart, and after while he said he
done it pretty well; ¢ only,” he says, “you musn’t bellow out
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Romeo! that way, like a bull—you must say it soft, and sick,
and languishy, so—R-o-o-meo ! that is theidea ; for Juliet’s a
dear sweet mere child of a girl, you know, and she ‘don’t bray
like a jackass.”

Well, next they got out a couple of long swords that the
duke made out of oak laths, and begun to practise the sword-
fight—theé duke called himself Richard III.; and the way they
laid on, and pranced around the raft was-grand to see. But
by-and-by the king tripped and fell overboard, and after that
they took a rest, and had a talk about all kinds of adventures
they'd had in other times along the river.

After dinner, the duke says:

“ Well, Capet, we'll want to make this a first-class show, you
know, so I guess we’ll add a little more to it. We want a little
something to answer encores with, anyway.”

“ What’s onkores, Bilgewater? ”

The duke told him, and then says:

“I'll answer by doing the Highland fling or the sailor’s
hornpipe ; and you—well, let me see—oh, I've got it—you can
do Hamlet’s soliloquy.”

“Hamlet's which ? ”

“ Hamlet’s soliloquy, you know ; the most celebrated thing
in Shakespeare. Ah, it’s sublime, sublime! Always fetches
the house. I haven’t got it in the book—I’ve only got one
volume—but I reckon I can piece it out from memory. I'll
just walk up and down a minute, and see if I can call it back
from recollection’s vaults.”

So he went to marching up and down, thinking, and frown-
ing horrible every now and then; then he would hoist up his
eyebrows ; next he would squeeze his hand on his forehead and
stagger back and kind of moan ; next he would sigh, and next.
be'd let on to drop a tear. It was beautiful to see him. By-
and-by he got .it. He told us to give attention. Then he
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strikes a most noble attitude, with one leg shoved forwards, and
his arms stretched away up, and his head tilted back, looking
up at the sky; and then he begins to rip and rave and grit his
teeth; and after that, all through his speech he howled, and
spread around, and swelled up his chest, and just knocked the

HAMLET'S SOLILOQUY.

spots out of any acting ever I see before. This is the speech—
I learned it, easy enough, while he was learning it to the king:
¢

To be, or not to be; that is the bare bodkin
That makes calamity of so long life ;
For who would fardels bear, till Birnam Wocd do come to Dunsinanc,
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But that the fear of something after death

Marders the innocent sleep,

Great nature’s second course,

And makes us rather sling the arrows of outrageous fortune

Than fly to others that we know not of.

There’s the respect must give us pause :

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,

The law’s delay, and the quietus which his pangs might take,

In the dead waste and middle of the night, when churchyards yawn
In customary suits of solemn black,

But that the undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveller returns,
Breathes forth contagion on the world,

And thus the native hue of resolution, like the poor cat i’ the adage,
Is sicklied o’er with care,

And all the clouds that lowered o’er our housetops,

With this regard their currents turn awry,

And lose the name of action. _

'Tis a consummation devoutly to be wished. But soft you, the fair Ophelia :
Ope not thy ponderous and marble jaws,

But get thee to a nunnery-—go !

Well, the old man he liked that speech, and h= mighty soon
got it so he could do it first rate. It seemed like he was just
born for it ; and when he had his hand in and was excited, it
was perfectly lovely the way he would rip and tear and rair up
behind when he was getting it off.

The first ‘chance we got, the duke he had some show bills
printed ; and after that, for two or three days as we floated
along, the raft wasa most uncommon lively place, for there warn’t
nothing but sword-fighting and rehearsing—as the duke called it
—going on all the time. One morning, when we was pretty well
down the State of Arkansaw, we come in sight of a little one-
horse town in a big bend ; so we tied up about three-quarters
_of a mile above it, in the mouth of a crick which was shut in
like a tunnel by the cypress trees, and all of us but Jim took
the canoe and went down there to see if there was any chance
in that place for our show.
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We struck it mighty lucky ; there was going to be a circus
there that afternoon, and the country people was already begin-
ning to come in, in all kinds of old shackly wagons, and on
horses. The circus would leave before night, so our show would
have a pretty good chance. The duke he hired the court house,
and we went around and stuck up our bills. They read like
this:

Shaksperean Revival! | !
Wonderful Attraction !
For One Night Only !

The world renowned tragediaps,
David Garrick the younger, of Drury La.ne' Theatre, London,
and :
Edmund Kean the elder, of the Royal Ha_vuiaq:et Theatre, White-
chapel, Pudding Lane‘, Piccadilly, Londbp, and the
Royal Continental Theatres, in their sublime
Shaksperean Spectacle entitled

The Balcony Scene
in
Romeo and Juliet ! ! !

«eee Mr. Garrick

Juliet...cooeuvuieniieiniiniiniincianninnas [ Mr. Kean
Assisted by the whole strength of the company !
New costumes, new scenery, new appointments !

Also :
The thrilling, masterly, and blood-curdling
Broad-sword conflict
In Richard IIL. ! !!
Richard IIL.....ccccviiiiiniinieniiiiecrnnnenennennnnees Mr. Garrick,
Richmond........cccocviiiuieieeniiiincaneennenienines Mr. Kean.

also:
(by special request,)

Hamlet’s Immortal Soliloquy ! !

By the Illustrious Kean !
Done by him 300 consecutive nights in Paris !

For One Night Only,

On account of imperative European engagements !
Admission 25 cents children and servants, 10 cents.
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Then we went loafing around the town. The stores and
houses was most all old shackly dried-up frame concerns that.
hadn’t ever been painted ; they was set up three or four foot
above ground on stilts, so as to be out of reach of the water
when the river was overflowed. The houses had little gardens
around them, but they didn’t seem to raise hardly anything in
them but jimpson weeds, and sunflowers, and ash-piles, and
old curled-up boots and shoes, and pieces of bottles, and rags,
and played-out tin-ware. The fences was made of different
kinds of boards, nailed on at different times ; and they leaned
every which-way, and had gates that didn’t generly have but
one hinge—a leather one. Some of the fences had been white-
washed, some time or another, but the duke said it was in
C’lumbus’s time, like enough. There was generly hogs in the
garden, and people driving them out.

All the stores_was along one street. They had white-
domestic awnings in front, and the country people hitched their
horses to the awning-posts. There was empty dry-goods boxes
under the awnings, and loafers roosting on them all day long,
whittling them with their Barlow knives ; and chawing tobacco.
and gaping and yawning and stretching—a mighty ornery lot.
They generly had on yellow straw hats most as wide as an
umbrella, but didn’t wear no coats nor waistcoats ; they called
one another Bill, and Buck, and Hank, and Joe, and Andy, and
talked lazy and drawly, and used considerable many cuss-
words. There was as many as one loafer leaning up against
every awning-post, and he most always had his hands in his
britches pockets, except when he fetched them out to lend a
chaw of tobacco or scratch. What a body was hearing amongst
them, all the time was— _ ;

“ Gimme a chaw ’v tobacker, Hank.”

¢ Cain’t—I hain’t got but one chaw left. Ask Bill.”

-Maybe Bill he gives him a chaw ; maybe he lies and says

r
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he ain’t got none. Some of them kinds of loafers never has a
cent in the world, nor a chaw of tobacco of their own. They
get all their chawing by borrowing—they say to a fellow, «“ I
wisht you’d len’ me a chaw, Jack, I jist this minute give Ben

- —_—

“ GIMME A CHAW.’

Thompson the last chaw I had "—which is a lie, pretty much
every time; it don’t fool nobody but a stranger ; but Jack ain’t
no stranger, so he says—

 You give him a chaw, did you? so did your sister’s cat’s
grandmother. You pay me back the chaws you've awready
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borry’d off’'n me, Lafe Buckner, then I'll loan you one or two
ton of it, and won’t charge you no back intrust nuther.”

“Well, I did pay you back some of it wunst.”

“Yes, you did—’bout six chaws. You borry’d store tobacker
and paid back nigger-head.” '

Store tobacco is flat black plug, but these fellows mostly
chaws the natural leaf twisted. When they borrow a chaw,
they don’t generly cut it off with a knife, but they set the
plug in between their teeth, and gnaw with their teeth and
tug at the plug with their hands till they get it in two—then
sometimes the one that owns the tobacco looks mournful at it
when it’s handed back, and says, sarcastic—

“Here, gimme the chaw, and you take the plug.”

All the streets and lanes was just mud, they warn’t nothing
else but mud—mud as black as tar, and nigh about a foot deep
in some places; and two or three inches deep in all the places.
The hogs loafed and grunted around, everywheres. You'd see
amuddy sow and a litter of pigs come lazying along the street
and whollop herself right down in the way, where folks had to
walk around her, and she’d stretch out, and shut her eyes, and
wave her ears, whilst the pigs was milking her, and look as
happy as if she was on salary. And pretty soon you’d hear a
loafer sing out, “ Hi! 8o boy! sick him, Tige!” and away the
sow would go, squealing most horrible, with a dog or two
swinging to each ear, and three or four dozen more a-coming ;
and then you would see all the loafers get up and watch the
thing out of sight, and laugh at the fun and look grateful for the
noise. Then they'd settle back again till there was a dog-fight.
There couldn’t anything wake them up all over, and make them
happy all over, like a dog-fight—unless it might be putting
turpentine on a stray dog and setting fire to him, or tying a
tin pan to his tail and see him run himself to death.

On the river front some of the houses was sticking out over

P2



212 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

the bank, and they was bowed and bent, and about ready to
tumble in. The people had moved out of them. The bank
was caved away under one corner of some others, and that
corner was hanging over. People lived in them yet, but it was
dangersome, because sometimes a strip of land as wide as a
house caves in at a time. Sometimes a belt of land a quarter
of a mile deep will start in and cave along and cave along till
it all caves into the riverin one summer. Such a town as that
has to be always moving back, and back, and back, because the
river’s always gnawing at it.

The nearer it got to noon that day, the thicker and thicker
was the wagons and horses in the streets, and more coming all
the time. Families fetched their dinners with them, from the
country, and eat them in the wagons. There was considerable
whisky drinking going on, and I seen three fights. By-and-by
somebody sings out—

¢« Here comes old Boggs!—in from the country for his little
old monthly drunk—here he comes, boys!”

All the loafers looked glad—I reckoned they was used to
having fun out of Boggs. One of them says—

“ Wonder who he’s a gwyne to chaw up this time. If he’d
a chawed up all the men he’s ben a gwyne to chaw up in the
last twenty year, he’d have considerble ruputation, now.”

Another one says, “I wisht old Boggs ’d threaten me, ’cuz
then I'd know I warn’t gwyne to die for a thousan’ year.”

Boggs comes a-tearing along on his horse, whooping and yel-
ling like an Injun, and singing out—

¢Cler the track, thar. I'm on the waw-path, and the price
uv coffins is a gwyne to raise.”

He was drunk, and weaving about in his saddle ; he was
over fifty year old, and had a very red face. Everybody yelled
at him, and laughed at him, and sassed him, and he sassed
back, and said he’d attend to them and lay them out in their
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regular turns, but he couldn’t wait now, because he’d come to
town to kill old Colonel Sherburn, and his motto was, ¢ Meat
first, and spoon vittles to top off on.”

He see me, and rode up and says—

“Whar'd you come f’m, boy? You prepared to die?”

Then he rode on. I was scared ; but a man says—

“He don’t mean nothing ; he’s always a carryin’ on like
that, when he’s drunk. He’s the best-naturedest old fool in
Arkansaw—never hurt nobody, drunk nor sober.”

-_— -

A LITTLE MONTHLY DRUNK.

Boggs rode up before the biggest store in town and bent his
head down so he could see under the curtain of the awning, and
yells—

¢« Come out here, Sherburn! Come out and meet the man
you've swindled. You’re the houn’ I'm after, and I'm a gwyne
to have you, too!”

And so he went on, calling Sherburn everything he could
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lay his tongue to, and the whole street packed with people
listening and laughing and going on.” By-and-by a proud-
looking man about fifty-five—and he was a heap the best-dressed
man in that town, too—steps out of the store, and the crowd
drops back on each side to let him come. He says to Boggs,
mighty calm and slow—he says:

¢ I’'m tired of this ; but I'll endure it till one o’clock. Till
one o’clock, mind—no longer. If youopen your mouth against
me only once, after that time, you can’t travel so far but I will
find you.”

Then he turns and goes in. The crowd looked mighty sober ;
nobody stirred, and there warn’t no more laughing. Boggs
rode off blackguarding Sherburn as loud as he could yell, all
down the street; and pretty soon back he comes and stops
before the store, still keeping it up. Some men crowded
around him and tried to get him to shut up, but he wouldn't;
they told him it would be one o’clock in about fifteen minutes,
and so he must go home—he must go right away.. But it
didn’t do no good. He cussed away, with all his might, and
throwed his hat down in the mud and rode over it, and pretty
soon away he went a-raging down the street again, with his
gray hair a-flying. Evervbody that could get a chance at him
tried their best to coax him off of his horse so they could lock
him up and get him sober ; but it warn’t no use—up the street
he would tear again, and give Sherburn another cussing. By-
and-by somebody says:

“Go for his daughter !~-quick, go for his daughter ; some-
times he’ll listen to her. If anybody can persuade him, she
can.”

So somebody started on a run. T walked down street a
ways, and stopped. In about five or ten minutes, here comes
Boggs again—but not on his horse. He was a-reeling across
the street towards me, bareheaded, with a friend on both sides
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of him aholt of his arms and hurrying him along. He was
quiet, and looked uneasy ; and he warn’t hanging back any, but
was doing some of the hurrying himself. Somebody sings out—
“Boggs!”
I looked over there to see who Sdld it, and it was that

.
THE DEATH OF BOGGS.

Colonel Sherburn. He was standing perfectly still in the street,
and had a pistol raised in his right hand—not aiming it, but
bolding it out with the barrel tilted up towards the sky. The
same second I see a young girl coming on the run, and two men
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with her. Boggs and the men turned round, to see who called
him, and when they see the pistol the men jumped to one side,
and the pistol barrel come down slow and steady to a level—
both barrels cocked. Boggs throws up both of his hands, and
says, “ O Lord, don’t shoot!” Bang! goes the first shot, and
he staggers back clawing at the air—bang! goes the second
one, and he tumbles backwards on to the ground, heavy and
solid, with his arms spread out. That young girl screamed out,
and comes rushing, and down she throws herself on her father,
crying, and saying, “Oh, he’s killed him, he’s killed him!”
The crowd closed up around them, and shouldered and jammed
one another, with their necks stretched, trying to see, and people
on the inside trying to shove them back, and shouting, ¢ Back,
back ! give him air, give him air!”

Colonel Sherburn he tossed his pistol on to the ground, and
turned around on his heels and walked off.

They took Boggs to a little drug store, the crowd pressing
around, just the same, and the whole town following, and I
rushed and got a good place at the window, where I was close
to him and could see in. They laid him on the floor, and put
one large Bible under his head, and opened another one and
spread it on his breast—but they tore open his shirt first, and I
seen where cne of the bullets went in. He made about a dozen
long gasps, his breast lifting the Bible up when he drawed in
his breath, and letting it down again when he breathed it out.
—and after that he laid still ; he was dead. Then they pulled
his daughter away from him, screaming and crying, and took
her off. She was about sixteen, and very sweet and gentle-
looking, but awful pale and scared.

Well, pretty soon the whole town was there, squirming and
scrouging and pushing and shoving to get at the window and
have a look, but people that had the places wouldg't give them
up, and folks behind them was saying all the time, ¢ Say, now,
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you've looked enough, you fellows ; ’taint right and ’taint fair,
-for you to stay thar all the time, and never give nobcdy a
chance ; other folks has their rights as well as you.”

There was considerable jawing back, so I slid out, thinking
maybe there was going to be trouble. . The streets was full,
and everybody was excited. Everybody that seen the shooting
was telling how it happened, and there was a big crowd packed
around each one of these fellows, stretching their necks and
listening. One long lanky man, with long hair and a big white
fur stove-pipe hat on the back of his head, and a crooked-
handled cane, marked out the places on the ground where Boggs
stood, and where Sherburn stood, and the people following him
around from one place to t'other and watching everything he
done, and bobbing their heads to show they understood, and
stooping a little, and resting their hands on their thighs to watch
him mark the places on the ground with his cane ; and then he
stood up straight and stiff where Sherburn had stood, frowning
and having his hat-brim down over his eyes, and sung out,
“Boggs!” and then fetched hiscane down slow to a dead level,
and says “ Bang!” staggered backwards, says ‘“Bang!” again,
and fell down flat on his back. The people that had seen the
thing said he done it perfect ; said it was just exactly the way
it all happened. Then as much as a dozen people got out their
bottles and treated him.

Well, by-and-by somebody said Sherburn ought to be
lynched. In about a minute everybody was saying it; so
away they went, mad and yelling, and snatching down every
clothes-line they come to, to do the hanging with.
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swarmed up the street

towards Sherburn’s house,

a-whooping and yelling

and raging like Injuns,

and everything had to

clear the way or get run

over and tromped to

mush, and it was awful

to see. Children was

heeling it ahead of the

mob, screaming and try-

ing to get out of the

way; and every window

along the road was full

of women’s heads, and

there was nigger boys in

every tree, and bucks and

wenches looking over

SHERBURN STEPS OUT, every fence ; and as soon

as the mob would get

nearly to them they would break and skaddle back out of reach.

Lots of the women and girls was crying and taking on, scared
most to death.

They swarmed up in front of Sherburn’s palings as thick as
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they could jam together, and you couldn't hear yourself think
for the noise. 1t was a little twenty-foot yard. Some sung
out, “Tear down the fence! tear down the fence!” Then there
was a racket of ripping and tearing and smashing, and down she
goes, and the front wall of the crowd begins to roll in like a wave.

Just then Sherburn steps out on to the roof of his little
front porch, with a double-barrel gun in his hand, and takes
his stand perfectly calm and deliberate, not saying a word.
The racket stopped, and the wave sucked back.

Sherburn never said a word—just stood there, looking down.
The stillness was awful creepy and uncomfortable. Sherburn -
run his eye slow along the crowd ; and wherever it struck, the
people tried a little to outgaze him, but they couldn’t; they
dropped their eyes and looked sneaky. Then pretty soon Sher-
burn sort of laughed ; not the pleasant kind, but the kind that
makes you feel like when you are eating bread that’s got sand
in it.

Then he says, slow and scornful :

“The idea of you lynching anybody! It'samusing. The
idea of you thinking you had pluck enough to lynch a man !
Because you're brave enough to tar and feather poor friendless
cast-out women that come along here, did that make you think
you had grit enough to lay your hands on a man? Why,a
man’s safe in the hands of ten thousand of your- kmd—as long
as it’s daytime and you're not behind him.

“Do I know you? I know you clear through. I was born
and raised in the South, and I've lived in the North; so I
know the average all around. The average man’s a coward. In
the North he lets anybody walk over him that wants to, and
goes home and prays for a humble spirit to bear it. In the
South one man, all by himself, has stopped a stage full of men,
in the daytime, and robbed the lot. Your newspapers call you
a brave people so much that you think you are braver than any
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other people—whereas you're just as brave, and no braver.
Why don’t your juries hang murderers? Because they’re afraid
the man’s friends will shoot them in the back, in the dark—
and it’s just what they would do.

“So they always acquit; and then a man goes in the night,
with a hundred masked cowards at his back, and lynches the
rascal. Your mistake is, that you didn’t bring a man with
you ; that’s one mistake, and the other is that you didn’t come
in the dark, and fetch your masks. You brought part of a
man—Buck Harkness, there—and if you hadn’t had him to
- start you, you'd a taken it out in blowing.

“You didn’t want to come. The average man don’t like
trouble and danger. You don’t like trouble and danger. But
if only half a man—Ilike Buck Harkness, there—shouts ¢ Lynch
him, lynch him!’ you’re afraid to back down—afraid you’ll be
found out to be what you are—cowards—and so you raise a
. yell, and hang yourselves on to that half-a-man’s coat tail, and
come raging up here, swearing what big things you're going to
do. The pitifullest thing out is a mob; that’s what an army is
—a mob; they don’t fight with courage that’s born in them,
but with courage that’s borrowed from their mass, and from
their officers. But a mob without any man at the head of it,
is beneath pitifulness. Now the thing for you to do, is to
droop your tails and go home and crawl in a hole. If any real
lynching’s going to be done, it will be done in the dark,
Southern fashion; and when they come they’ll bring their
masks, and fetch a man along. Now' leave—and take your
half-a-man with you”—tossing his gun up across his left arm
and cocking it, when he says this.

The crowd washed back sudden, and then broke all apart
and went tearing off every which way, and Buck Harkness he
heeled it after them, looking tolerable cheap. I could a staid,
if I’d a wanted to, but I didn’t want to.

——
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I went to the circus, and loafed around the back side till
the watchman went by, and then dived in under the tent. I
had my twenty-dollar gold piece and some other money, but I
reckoned I better save it, because there ain’t no telling how
soon you are going to meed it, away from home and amongst.
strangers, that way. You can’t be too careful. I ain’t opposed
to spending money on circuses, when there ain’t no other way,
but there ain’t no use in wasting it on them.

It was a real bully circus. It was the splendidest sight

A DEAD HEAD.

that ever was, when they all come riding in, two and two, a
gentleman and lady, side by side, the men just in their
drawers and under-shirts, and no shoes nor stirrups, and resting
their hands on their thighs, easy and comfortable—there must
a’ been twenty of them—and every lady with a lovely com-
plexion, and perfectly beautiful, and looking just like a gang of:
real sure-enough queens, and dressed in clothes that cost
millions of dollars, and just littered with diamonds. It was a
powerful fine sight ; I never see anything so lovely. And then
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one by one they got up and stood, and went a-weaving around
the ring so gentle and wavy and graceful, the men looking ever
so tall and airy and straight, with their heads bobbing and
skimming along, away up there under the tent-roof, and every
lady’s rose-leafy dress flapping soft and silky around her hips,
and she looking like the most loveliest parasol.

And then faster and faster they went, all of them dancing,
first one foot stuck out in the air and then the other, the
horses leaning more and more, and the ring-master going round
and round the centre-pole, cracking his whip and shouting
«hi!—hi!” and the clown cracking jokes behind him ; and
by-and-by all hands dropped the reins, and every lady put her
knuckles on her hips and every gentleman folded his arms,
and then how the horses did lean over and hump themselves !
And so, one after the other they all skipped off into the ring,
and made the sweetest bow I ever see, and then scampered
out, and everybody clapped their hands and went just about
wild.

Well, all through the circus they done the most astonishing
things ; and all the time that clown carried on so it most killed
the people. The ring-master couldn’t ever say a word to him
but he was back at him quick as a wink with the funniest
things a body ever said ; and how he ever could: think of so
many of them, and so sudden and so pat, was what I couldn’t
noway understand. Why, I couldn’t a thought of them in a
year. And by-and-by a drunk man tried to get into the ring
—said he wanted to ride; said he could ride as well as any-
body that ever was. They argued and tried to keep him out,
but he wouldn’t listen, and the whole show come to a stand-
still. Then the people begun to holler at him and make fun
of him, and that made him mad, and he begun to rip and tear;
so that stirred up the people, and a lot of men begun to pile
down off of the benches and swarm towards the ring, saying,
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¢ Knock him down! throw him out!” and one or two women
begun to scream. So, then, the ring-master he made a little
speech, and said he hoped there wouldn’t be no disturbance,
and if the man would promise he wouldn’t make no more
trouble, he would let him ride, if he thought he could stay on

HE SHED SEVENTEEN SUITS.

the horse. So everybody laughed and said all right, and the
man got en. The minute he was on, the horse begun to rip
and tear and jump and cavort around, with two circus men
- hanging ‘on to his bridle trying to hold him, and the drunk
man hanging on to his neck, and his heels flying in the air
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every jump, and the whole crowd of people standing up shout--
ing and laughing till the tears rolled down. And at last, sure.
enough, all the circus men could do, the horse broke loose, and.
away he went like the very nation, round and round the ring,
with that sot laying down on him and hanging to his neck,
with first one leg hanging most to the ground on one side, and
then t'other one on tother side, and the people just crazy. It
warn’t funny to me, though; I was all of a tremble to see his
danger. But pretty soon he struggled up astraddle and grabbed
the bridle, a-reeling this way and that; and the next minute
he sprung up and dropped the bridle and stood ! and the horse
.. agoing like a house afire too. He just stood up there, a-sailing
around as easy and comfortable as if he warn’t ever drunk in
his life—and then he begun to pull off his. clothes and sling
them. He shed them so thick they kind of clogged up the
air, and altogether he shed seventeen suits. And then, there
he was, slim and handsome, and dressed the gaudiest and
prettiest you ever saw, and he lit into that horse with his whip
and made him fairly hum—and finally skipped off, and made
his bow and danced off to the dressing-room, and everybody
just a-howling with pleasure and astonishment.

Then the ring-master he see how he had been fooled, and
he was the sickest ring-master you ever see, I reckon. Why,
it was one of his own men! He had got up that joke all out
of his own head, and never let on to nobody. Well, I felt
sheepish enough, to be took in so, but I wouldn’t a been in
that ring-master’s place, not for a thousand dollars. I don’t
know ; there may be bullier circuses than what that one was,
but I never struck them yet. Anyways it was plenty good
enough for me; and wherever I run across it, it can have all of
my custom, every time.

Well, that night we had owr show; but there warn’t only
about twelve people there ; just enough to pay expenses And
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they laughed all the time, and that made the duke mad; and
everybody left, anyway, before the show was over, but one boy
which was asleep. So the duke said these Arkansaw lunkheads
couldn’t come up to Shakspeare; what they wanted was low
comedy—and maybe something ruther worse than low comedy,
he reckoned. He said he could size their style. Sonext morn-
ing he got some big sheets of wrapping-paper and some black
paint, and drawed off some handbills and stuck them up all
over the village. The bills said:

AT THE COURT HOUSE!
FOR 3 NIGHTS ONLY!
The World-Renoncned Tragedians

DAVID GARRICK THE YOUNGER!
AND
EDMUND KEAN THE ELDER!

Of the London and Continental
Theatres,

In their Thrilling Tragedy of

THE KING’S CAMELOPARD
OR
THE ROYAL NONESUCH!!!

Admission 50 cents.

Then at the bottom was the biggest line of all—which
said :
LADIES AND CHILDREN NOT ADMITTED

“There,” says he, “if that line don’t fetch them, I don’t

1

know Arkansaw !



TRAGEDY,

all day him and the
king was hard at it,
rigging up a stage, and
acuitain, and a row of
candles for foot-lights ;
and thatnight the house
was jam full of men in
no time. When the
place couldn’t hold no
more, the duke he quit
tending door and went
around the back way
and come on to the
stage and stood up be-
fore the curtain, and
made a little speech,
and praised up this
tragedy, and said it was
the most thrillingest

one that ever was; and so he went on a-bragging about the
tragedy, and about Edmund Kean the Elder, which was to
play the main principal part in it; and at last when he’'d got
everybody’s expectations up high enough, he rolled up the
curtain, and the next minute the king come a-prancing out on
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all fours, naked ; and he was painted all over, ring-streaked-and-
striped, all sorts of colours, as splendid as a rainbow. And—
but never mind the rest of his outfit, it was just wild, but it
was awful funny. The people most killed themselves laughing ;
and when the king got done capering, and capered off behind
the scenes, they roared and clapped and stormed and haw-hawed
till he come back and done it over again ; and after that, they
made him do it another time. Well, it would a made a cow
laugh to see the shines that old idiot cut.

Then the duke he lets the curtain down, and bows to the
people, and says the great tragedy will be performed only two
nights more, on accounts of pressing London engagements,
where the seats is all sold aready for it in Drury Lane; and
then he makes them another bow, and says if he has succeeded in
pleasing them and instructing them, he will be deeply obleeged
if they will mention it to their friends and get them to come and
see it.

Twenty people sings out:

“ What, is it over ? Is that all2”

The duke says ¢ yes.” Then there was a fine time. Every-
body sings out ‘sold,” and rose up mad, and was agoing for
that stage and them tragedians. But a big, fine-looking man
jumps up on a bench, and shouts :

“Hold on! Just a word, gentlemen.” They stopped to
listen. ¢ We are sold—mighty badly sold. But we don’t
want to be the laughing-stock of this whole town, I reckon,
and never hear the last of this thing as long as we live. No.
What we want, is to go out of here quiet, and talk this show up,
and sell the rest of the town ! Then we’ll all bein the same boat.
Ain’t that sensible? ” (“ You bet it is !—the jedge is right ! ”
everybody sings out.) ¢“All right, then—not a word about
any sell. Go along home, and advise everybody to come and
see the tragedy.”

Q2



223 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINX.

Next day you couldn’t hear nothing around that town but
how splendid that show was. House was jammed again, that
night, and we sold this crowd the same way. When me and
the king and the duke got home to the raft, we all had a
supper ; and by-and-by, about midnight, they made Jim .and

—————— e

THEIR POCKETS BULGED.

me back her out and float her down the middle of the river and
fetch her in and hide her about two mile below town.

The third night the house was crammed again—and they
warn’t new-comers, this time, but people that was at the show
the other two nights. I stood by the duke at the door, and I
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sce that every man that went in had his pockets bulging, or
something muffled up under his coat—and I see it warn’t no
perfumery neither, not by a long sight. I smelt sickly eggs by
the barrel, and rotten cabbages, and such things; and if I know
the signs of a dead cat being around, and I bet I do, there was
sixty-four of them went in. I shoved in there for a minute,
but it was too various for me, I couldn’t stand it. Well, when
the place couldn’t hold no more people, the duke he give a
fellow a quarter and told him to tend door for him a minute,
and then he started around for the stage door, I after him ; but
the minute we turned the corner and was in the dark, he says:

“ Walk fast, now, till you get away from the houses, and
then shin for the raft like the dickens was after you!”

I done it, and he done the same. We struck the raft at the
- same time, and in less than two seconds we was gliding down
stream, all dark and still, and edging towards the middle of
the river, nobody saying a word. I reckoned -the poor king
was in for a gaudy time of it with- the audience; but nothing
of the sort; pretty soon he crawls out from under the wigwam,
and says:

“ Well, how’d the old thing pan out this time, Duke ? ”

He hadn’t been up town at all.

We never showed a light till we was about ten mile below
that village. Then we lit up and had a supper, and the king
and the duke fairly laughed their bones loose over the way they’d
served tkem people. The duke says:

“ Greenhorns, flatheads! I knew the first house would
keep mum and let the rest of the town get roped in; and I
knew they’d lay for us the third night, and consider it was
their turn now. Well, it 72 their turn, and I'd give something
to know how much they take for it. I would just like to know
how they’re putting in their opportunity. They can turn it
into a picnic if they want to—they brought plenty provisions.”
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Them rapscallions took in four hundred and sixty-five
dollars in that three nights. I never see money hauled in by
the wagon-load like that, before.

By-and-by, when they was asleep and snoring, Jim says: -

“ Don’t it ’sprise you, de way dem kings carries on, Huck ?”

“No,” I says, “it don’t.”

“ Why don’t it, Huck ?”

“ Well, it don’t, because it’s in the breed. F reckon they're
all alike.”

“But, Huck, dese kings o’ ourn is regular rapscallions;
dat’s jist what dey is; dey’s reglar rapscallions.”

“Well, that’s what I'm a-saying; all kings is mostly rap-
scallions, as fur as I can make out.”

“Isdatso?” '

“You read about them once—you’ll see. Look at Henry
the Eight; this'n ’s a Sunday-School Superintendent to Aim.
And look at Charles Second, and.Louis Fourteen, and Louis
Fifteen, and James Second, and Edward Second, and Richard
Third, and forty more; besides all them Saxon heptarchies
that used to rip around so in old times and raise Cain. My,
you ought to seen old Henry the Eight when he was in
bloom. He was a blossom. He used to marry a new wife
every day, and chop off her head next morning. And he
would do it just as indifferent as if he was ordering up eggs.
‘Fetch up Nell Gwynn,’ he says. They fetch her up. Next
morning, ¢ Chop off her head!” And they chop it off. ¢Fetch
up Jane Shore,’ he says; and up she comes. Next morning
¢Chop off her head —and they chop it off. ¢Ring up Fair
Rosamun.” Fair Rosamun answers the bell. Next morning,
¢Chop off her head.” And he made every one of them tell him
a tale every night; and he kept that up till he had hogged a
thousand and one tales that way, and then he put them all in a
book, and called it Domesday Book—which was a good name
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and stated the case. You don’t know kings, Jim, but I know
them; and this old rip of ourn is one of the cleanest I've
struck in history. Well, Henry he takes a notion he wants to
get up some trouble with this country. How does he go at it
—give notice ?—give the country a show? No. All of a

HENRY THE EIGHTH IN BOSTON HARBOUR.

sudden he heaves all the tea in Boston Harbour overboard, ana
whacks out a declaration of independence, and dares them to
come on. That was his style—he never give anybody a chance.
He had suspicicns of his father, the Duke of Wellington. Well,
what did he do?—ask him to show np? ‘No—drownded hiin
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in a butt of mamsey, like a cat. S’pose people left money
laying around where he was—what did he do? He collared it.
S’pose he contracted to do a thing; and you paid him, and
didn’t set down there and see that he done it—what did he do?
He always done the other thing. S’pose he opened his mouth
—what then? If he didn’t shut it up powerful quick, he'd
lose a lie, every time. That’s the kind of a bug Henry was;
and if we’d a had him along ’stead of our kings, he'd a fooled
that town a heap worse than ourn done. I don’t say that ourn
is lambs, because they ain’t, when you come right down to the
cold facts; but they ain’t nothing to that old ram, anyway.
All I say is, kings is kings, and you got to make allowances.
Take them all around, they’re a mighty crnery lot. It’s the
way they’re raised.”

 But dis one do smell so like de nation, Huck.”

“Well, they all do, Jim. We can’t help the way a king
smells ; history don’t tell no way.”

“ Now de duke, he’s a tolerble likely man, in some ways.”

“Yes, a duke’s different. But not very different. This
one’s a middling hard lot for a duke. When he’s drunk, there
ain’t no near-sighted man could tell him from a king.”

* Well, anyways, I doan’ hanker for no mo’ un um, Huck.
Dese is all I kin stan’.”

“It’s the way I feel, too, Jim. But we’ve got them on our
hands, and we got to remember what they are, and make allow-
ances. Sometimes I wish we could hear of a country that’s out
of kings.”

What was the use to tell Jim these warn't real kings and
dukes? It wouldn’t a done no good ; and besides, it was just
as I said ; you couldn’t tell them from the real kind.

I went to sleep, and Jim didn’t call me when it was my
turn. He often done that. When I waked up, just at day-
break, he was setting there with his head down betwixt his
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knees, moaning and mourning to himself. I didn’t take
notice, nor let on. I knowed what it was about. He was
thinking about his wife and his children, away up yonder,
and he was low and homesick ; because he hadn’t ever been
away from home before in his life; and I do believe he
cared just as much for his people as white folks does for
thern. It don’t seem natural, but I reckon it’s so. He
was often moaning and mourning that way, nights, when he
judged I was asleep, and saying, “Po’ little ’Lizabeth! po’
little Johnny! it’s mighty hard; I spec’ I ain’t ever gwyne to
see you no mo’, nomo’!” He was a mighty good nigger, Jimn
was. '

But this time I somehow got to talking to him about his
wife and young ones ; and by-and-by he says.:

¢ What makes me feel so bad dis time, 'uz bekase I hear
sumpn over yonder on de bank like a whack, er a slam, while
ago, en it mine me er de time I treat my little 'Lizabeth so
ornery. She warn’t on’y ’bout fo’ year ole, en she tuck de
sk’yarlet-fever, en had a powful rough spell; but she got well,
en one day she was a-stannin’ aroun’, en I says to her, [ says:

¢« ¢ Shet de do’” '

¢« She never done it ; jis’ stood dah, kiner smilin’ up at me.
It make me mad; en I says agin, mighty loud, I says:

“¢Doan’ you hear me ?—shet de do’ !’

“She jis’ stood de same way, kiner smilin’ up. I was
a-bilin’! I says:

“<¢J lay I make you mine!"’

“En wid dat I fetch’ her a slap side de head dat sont her
a-sprawlin’. Den I went into de yuther room, en ’uz gone
’bout ten minutes; en when I come back, dah wag dat do’
a-stannin’ open yit, en dat chile stannin’ mos’ right in it,
a-lookin’ down and mournin’, en de tears runnin’down. My, but
1wuz mad, I was agwyne for de chile, but jis’ den—it was a do’
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dat open innerds—jis’ den, ’long come de wind en slam it to,
behine de chile, ker-blam '—en my lan’, de chile never move’!
My breff mos’ hop outer me; en I feel so—so—I doan’ know
how I feel. I crope out, all a-tremblin’; en crope aroun’ en
open de do’ easy en slow, en poke my head in behine de chile,
sof’ en still, en all uv a sudden, I says pow! jis’ as loud as I
could yell. She never budge! Oh, Huck, I bust out a-cryin’
en grab her up in my arms, en say, ¢ Oh, de po’ little thing!
de Lord God Amighty fogive po’ ole Jim, kaze he never gwyne
to fogive hisself as long’s he live!’ Oh, she was plumb deef
en dumb, Huck, plumb deef en dumb—en I'd ben a-treat'n
her so!” .
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HARMLESS.

day, towards night, we
laid up under a little
willow tow-head out - in
the middle, where there
was a village on each
side of the river, and the
duke and the king begun
to lay out a plan for
working them towns.
Jim he spoke to the
duke, and said he hoped
it wouldn’t take but a
few hours, because it got
mighty heavy and tire-
some to him when he
had to lay all day in
the wigwam tied with-
the rope. You see, when
we left him all alone we

had to tie him, because if anybody happened on him all by
himself and not tied, it wouldn’t look much like he was a
runaway nigger, you know. So the duke said it was kind of -
hard to have to lay roped all day, and he’d cipher out some way

to get around it.
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He was uncommon bright, the duke was, and he soon struck
it. He dressed Jim up in King Lear’s outfit—it was a long
curtain-calico gown, and a white horse-hair wig and whiskers ;
and then he took his theatre-paint and painted Jim’s face and
hands and ears and neck all over a dead dull solid blue, like a
man that’s been drownded nine days. Blamed if he warn’t the
horriblest looking outrage I ever see. Then the duke took and
wrote out a sign on a shingle so—

Sick Arab—but harmless when not out of his head.

And he nailed that shingle to a lath, and stood the lath up -
four or five foot in front of the wigwam. Jim was satisfied.
He said it was a sight better than laying tied a couple of years
every day and trembling all over every time there was a sound.
The duke told him to make himself free and easy, and if any-
body ever come meddling around, he must hop out of the wig-
wam, and carry on a little, and fetch a howl or two like a wild
beast, and he reckoned they would light out and leave him
alone. Which was sound enough judgment; but you take the
average man, and he wouldn’t wait for him to howl. Why,
he didn’t only look like he was dead, he looked considerable
more than that.

These rapscallions wanted to try the Nonesuch again,
because there was so much money in it, but they judged it
wouldn’t be safe, because maybe the news might a worked
along down by this time. They couldn’t hit no project that
suited, exactly ; so at last the duke said he reckoned he’d lay
off and work his brains an hour or two and see if he couldn’t
put up something on the Arkansaw village ; and the king he
allowed he would drop over to t’other village, without any plan,
but just trust in Providence to lead him the profitable way—
meaning the devil, I reckon. We had all bought store clothes
where we stopped last ; and now the king put his’n on, and he
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told me to put mine on. I done it, of course. The king’s duds
was all black, and he did look real swell and starchy. I never
knowed how clothes could change a body before. Why, before,
he looked like the ormeriest old rip that ever was; but now,
when he’d take off his new white beaver and make a bow and
do a smile, he looked that grand and good and pious that you’d
say he had walked right out of the ark, and maybe was old
Leviticus himself. Jim cleaned up the canoe, and I got my
paddle ready. There was a big steamboat laying at the shore
away up under the point, about three mile above town—
been there a couple of hours, taking on freight. Says the
king :

“ Seein’ how I'm dressed, I reckon maybe I better arrive
down from St. Louis or Cincinnati, or some other big place.
Go for the steamboat, Huckleberry; we’ll come down to the
village on her.”

I didn’t have to be ordered twice, to go and take a steam-
boat ride. I fetched the shore a half a mile above the village,
and then went scooting along the bluff bank in the easy water.
Pretty soon we come to a nice innocent-looking young country
jake setting on a log swabbing the sweat off of his face, for it
was powerful warm weather ; and he had a couple of big carpet-
bags by him.

“ Run her nose in shore,” says the king. I done it. “Wher’
you bound for, young man ? ”

“For the steamboat ; going to Orleans.”

“Git aboard,” says the king. ¢ Hold on a minute, my ser-
vant ’ll he’p you with them bags. Jump out and he’p the gen-
tleman, Adolphus "—meaning me, I see.

I done so, and then we all three started on again. The
young chap was mighty thankful; said it was tough work
toting his baggage such weather. He asked the king where
he was going, and the king told him he'd come down the river
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and landed at the other village this morning, and now he was
going up a few mile to see an old friend on a farm up there,
The young fellow says: :

“When I first see you, I says to myself, ¢It’s Mr. Wilks,
sure, and he come mighty near getting here in time.” But
then I says again, ‘No, I reckon it ain’t him, or else he
wouldn’t be paddling up the river.” You ain’t him, are you?”

ADOLPHTUS.

“ No, my name’s Blodgett—Elexander Blodgett— Reverend
Elexander Blodgett, I s’pose I must say, as I'm one o’ the
Lord's poor servants. But still I'm jist as able to be sorry
for Mr. Wilks for not arriving in time, all the same, if he's
missed anything by it—which I hope he hasn’t.”

“ Well, he don’t miss any property by it, because hell get
that all right ; but he’s missed seeing his brother Peter die—
which he mayn’t mind, nobody can tell as to that—but his
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brother would a give anything in this world to see kim before
he died ; never talked about nothing else all these three weeks;
hadn’t seen him since they was boys together—and hadn’t ever
seen his brother William at all—that’s the deef and dumb one
—VWilliam ain’t more than thirty or thirty-five. Peter and
(teorge was the only ones that come out here ; George was the
married brother; him and his wife both died last year.
Harvey and William’s the only ones that’s left now ; and, as I
was saying, they haven’t got here in time.”

“Did anybody send ’em word ? ”

“Qh, yes ; a month or two ago, when Peter was first took ;
hecause Peter said then that he sorter felt like he warn’t going
to get well this time. You see, he was pretty old, and George’s
¢'yirls was too young to be much company for him, except Mary
Jane the red-headed one ; and so he was kinder lonesome after
(ieorge and his wife died, and didn’t seem to care much to live.
He most desperately wanted to see Harvey—and William too,
for that matter—Dbecause he was one of them kind that can’t
bear to make a will. He left a letter behind for Harvey, and
said he’d told in it where his money was hid, and how he wanted
the rest of the property divided up so George’s g’yirls would be
all right—for George didn’t leave nothing. And that letter
was all they could get him to put a pen to.”

“Why do you reckon Harvey don’t come ? Wher’ does he
live?”

“Qh, he lives in England—Sheffield—preaches there—
hasn’t ever been in this country. He hasn’t had any too much
time—and besides he mightn't a got the letter at all, you
know.”

“Too bad, too bad he couldn’t a lived to see his brothers,
poor soul. You going to Orleans, you say? ”

“Yes, but that ain’t only a part of it. I'm going in a ship,
next Wednesday, for Ryo Janeero, where my uncle lives.”
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“It’s a pretty long journey. But it'll be lovely; I wisht
I was agoing. Is Mary Jane the eldest? How old is the
others ?”

“Mary Jane’s nineteen, Susan’s fifteen, and" Joanna’s about
fourteen—that’s the one that gives herself to good works and
has a hare-lip.”

“Poor things! to be left alone in the cold world so.”

HE FAIRLY EMPTIED THAT YOUNG FELLOW.

“ Well, they could be worse off. Old Peter had friends,
and they ain’t going to let them come to no harm. There’s
Hobson, the Babtis’ preacher; and Deacon Lot Hovey, and
Ben Rucker, and Abner Shackleford,and Levi Bell, the lawyer ;
and Dr. Robinson, and their wives, and the widow Bartley,
and—well, there’s a lot of them ; but these are the ones that
Peter was thickest with, and used to write about sometimes,
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when he wrote home ; so Harvey ’ll know where to look for
friends when he get’s here.”

Well, the old man he went on asking questions till he just
fairly emptied that young fellow. Blamed if he didn’t inquire
about everybody and everything in that blessed town, and all
about all the Wilkses ; and about Peter’s business—which was
a tanner ; and about George’s—which was a carpenter; and
about Harvey’s—which was a dissentering minister ; and so on,
and so on. Then he says:

“ What did you want to walk all the way up to the steam-
hoat for ?”

“ Because she’s a big Orleans boat, and I was afeard she
mightn’t stop there. When they’re deep they won’t stop for
akail. A Cincinnati boat will, but this is a St. Louis one.”

“Was Peter Wilks well off?

% Oh, yes, pretty well off. He had houses and land, and
it's reckoned he left three or four thousand in cash hid up
som’ers.”

“ When did you say he died? ”

“1 didn’t say, but it was last night.”

“ Funeral to-morrow, likely ? ”

“Yes, 'bout the middle of the day.”

“Well, it’s all terrible sad; but we've all got to go, one
time or another. So what we want to do is to be prepared ;
then we’re all right.”

“Yes, sir, it’s the best way. Ma used to always say that.”

When we struck the boat, she was about done loading, and
pretty soon she got off. The king never said nothing about
going aboard, so I lost my ride, after all. When the boat was
gone, the king made me paddle up another mile to a lonesome
Mace, then he got ashore, and says:

“ Now hustle back, right off, and fetch the duke up here,
and the new carpet-bags. And if be’s gone over to t’other side,

R
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"go over there and git him. And tell him to git himself up
regardless. Shove along, now.”

I see what he was up to; but I never said nothing, of course.
When I got back with the duke, we hid the canoe and then
they set down on a leg, and the king told him everything, just
like the young fellow had said it—every last word of it. And
all the time he was a doing it, he tried to talk like an English-
inan ; and he done it pretty well too, for a slouch. I can’timi-
tate him, and so I ain’t agoing to try to; but he really done it
pretty good. Then he says:

“ How are you on the deef and dumb, Bilgewater ?”

The duke said, leave him alone for that; said he had
played a deef and dumb person on the histrionic boards. So
then they waited for a stéeamboat.

About the middle of the afternoon a couple of little boats
come along, but they didn’t come from high enough up the
river ; but at last there was a big one, and they hailed her.
She sent out her yawl, and we went aboard, and she was from
Cincinnati; and when they found we only wanted to go four
or five mile, they was booming mad, and give us a cussing, and
said they wouldn’t land us. But the king was calm. He
says: '

“If gentlemen kin afford to pay a dollar a mile apiece, to
be took on and put off in a yawl, a steamboat kin afford to
carry ’em, can’t it ?”

So they softened down and said it was all right ; and when
we got to the village, they yawled us ashore. About two dozen
men flocked down, when they see the yawl a coming ; and when
the king says—

“XKin any of you gentlemen tell me wher Mr. Peter Wilks
lives ? 7 they give a glance at one another, and nodded their
heads, as much as to say, “ What d’ I tell you?” Then one of
them says, kind of soft and gentle:




FAMILY GRILF. 243

“I’'m sorry, sir, but the best we can do is to tell you where
he did live yesterday evening.”

Sudden as winking, the ornery old cretur went all to smash,
and fell up against the man, and put his chin on his shoulder,
and cried down his back, and says:

**ALAS | OUR POOR BROTHELR.”

“Alas, alas! our poor brother—gone, and we never got to
see him ; oh, it’s too, too hard!”
Then he turns around, blubbering, and makes a lot of idiotic
signs to the duke on his hands, and blamed if ke didn’t drop a
carpet-bag and bust out a-crying. If they warn't the beatenest
lot, them two frauds, that ever I struck.
Well, the men gethered around, and sympathised with them,

R 2
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and said all sorts of kind things to them, and carried their
carpet-bags up the hill for them, and let them lean on them
and cry, and told the king all about his brother’s last moments,
‘and the king he told it all over again on his hands to the duke,
and both of them took on about that dead tanner like they’d
lost the twelve disciples. Well, if ever I struck anything like
it, 'm a nigger. It was enough to make a body ashamed of
the human race.

<
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news was all over town in two
minutes, and you could see
the people tearing down on
the run, from every which
way, some of them putting on
their coats as they come.
Pretty soon we was in the
middle of a crowd, and the
noise of the tramping was like
a soldier-march. The windows
and door-yards was full; and
every minute somebody would
say, over a fence:

“Is it them?”

And somebody trotting
along with the gang would
answer back and say:

“You bet it is.”

When we got to the house,
packed, and the three girls was
Jane was red-headed, but that
was most awful beautiful, and
it up like glory, she was so glad
1g he spread his arms, and Mary
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Jane she jumped for them, and the hare-lip jumped for the
duke, and there ‘they had it! Everybody most, leastways
women, cried for joy to see them meet again at last and have
such good times. '

' Then the king he hunched the duke, private—I see him.
do it—and then he looked around and see the coffin, over in
the corner on two chairs; so then, him and the duke, with a
hand across each other’s shoulder, and t’other hand to their
eyes, walked slow and solemn over there, everybody dropping
back to give them room, and all the talk and noise stopping,
people saying “ Sh!” and all the men taking their hats off and
drooping their heads, so you could hear a pin fall. And when
they got there, they bent over and looked in the coffin, and
took one sight, and then they burst out a crying so you could
a heard them to Orleans, most ; and then they put their arms
around each other’s necks, and hung their chins over each
other’s shoulders ; and then for three minutes, or maybe four,
I never see two men leak the way they done. And mind you,
everybody was doing the same ; and the place was that damp I
never see anything like it. Then one of them got on one side
of the coffin, and t’other on t’other side, and they kneeled down
and rested their foreheads on the coffin, and let on to pray all
to theirselves. Well, when it come to that, it worked the crowd
like you never see anything like it, and so everybody broke
down and went to sobbing right out loud—the poor girls, too;
and every woman, nearly, went up to the girls, without saying
a word, and kissed them, solemn, on the forehead, and then
put their hand on their head, and looked up towards the sky,
with the tears running down, and then busted out and went
off sobbing and swabbing, and give the next woman a show. I
never see anything so disgusting.

Well, by-and-by the king he gets up and comes forward a
little, and works himself up and slobbers out a speech, all full
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of tears and flapdoodle about its being a sore trial for him and
his poor brother to lose the diseased, and to miss seeing diseased
alive, after the long journey of four thousand mile, but it’s a
trial that’s sweetened and sanctified to us by this dear sympathy
and these holy tears, and so he thanks them out of his heart
and out of his brother’s heart, because out of their mouths

LEAKING.

they can’t, words being too weak and cold, and all that kind
of rot and slush, till it was just sickening; and then he blubbers
out a pious goody-goody Amen, and turns himself loose and
goes to crying fit to bust.

And the minute the words was out of his mouth somebody
over in the crowd struck up the doxolojer,and everybody joined
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in with all their might, and it just warmed you up and made
you feel as good as church letting out. Music 48 a good thing ;
‘and after all that soul-butter and hogwash, I never see it
freshen up things so, and sound so honest and bully.

Then the king begins to work his jaw again, and says how
him and his nieces would be glad if a few of the main principal
friends of the family would take supper here with them this
evening, and help set up with the ashes of the diseased ; and
says if his poor brother laying yonder could speak, he knows
who he would name, for they was names that was very dear to
him, and mentioned often in his letters; and so he will name
the same, to wit, as follows, viz.:—Rev. Mr. Hobson, and
Deacon Lot Hovey, and Mr. Ben Rucker, and Abner Shackle-
ford, and Levi Bell, and Dr. Robinson, and their wives, and the
widow Bartley.

Rev. Hobson and Dr. Robinson was down to the end of the
town, a-hunting together ; that is, I mean the doctor was ship-
ping a sick man to t'other world, and the preacher was pinting
him right. Lawyer Bell was away up to Louisville on some
business. But the rest was on hand, and so they all come and
shook hands with the king and thanked him and talked to him;
and then they shook hands with the duke, and didn’t say no-
thing but just kept a-smiling and bobbing their heads like a
passel of sapheads whilst he made all sorts of signs with his
hands and said ¢ Goo-goo—goo-goo-goo,” all the time, like a
baby that can’t talk.

So the king he blatted along, and managed to inquire about
pretty much everybody and dog in town, by his name, and
mentioned all sorts of little things that happened one time or
another in the town, or to George’s family, or to Peter; and
he always let on that Peter wrote him the things, but that was
a lie, he got every blessed one of them out of that young flat-
head that we canoed up to the steamboat.
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Then Mary Jane she fetched the letter her father left
behind, and the king he read it out loud and cried over it. It
give the dwelling-house and three thousand dollars, gold, to
the girls; and it give the tanyard (which was doing a good
business), along with some other houses and land (worth about
seven thousand ),and three thousand dollars in gold to Harveyand
William, and told where the six thousand cash was hid, down
cellar. So these two frauds said they’d go and fetch it up, and
have everything square and above-board ; and told me to come
with a candle. We shut the cellar door behind us, and when
they found the bag they spilt it out on the floor, and it was a
lovely sight, all them yaller-boys. My, the way the king’s
eyes did shine! He slaps the duke on the shoulder, and
says:

“Qh, this ain’t bully, nor noth’n! Oh, no, I reckon not!
Why, Biljy, it beats the Nonesuch, don’t it ? ”

The duke allowed it did. They pawed the yaller-boys, and
sifted them through their fingers and let them jingle down on
the floor; and the king says:

It ain’t no use talkin’; bein’ brothers to a rich dead man,
and representatives of furrin heirs that’s got left, is the line
for you and me, Bilge. Thish-yer comes of trustn to Provi-
dence. It’s the best way, in the long run. I've tried ’em all,
and ther’ ain’t no better way.”

Most everybody would a been satisfied with the pile; and
took it on trust ; but no, they must count it. So they counts
it, and it comes out four hundred and fifteen dollars short. Says
the king :

“ Dern him, I wonder what he done with that four hundred
and fifteen dollars ? ”

They worried over that a while, and ransacked all around for
it. Then the duke says:

“Well, he was a pretty sick man, and hkely he made a
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mistake—I reckon that’s the way of it. The best way’s to let.
it go, and keep still about it. We can spare it.”

¢ Oh, shucks, yes, we can spare it. I don’t k’yer noth'n
’bout that—it’s the count I'm thinkin’ about. We want to be
awful square and open and above-board, here, you know. We

MAKING UP THE “ DEFFISIT.”

want to lug this h-yer money upstairs and count it before
everybody—then ther’ ain’t noth’n suspicious. But when the
dead man says ther’s six thous’n dollars, you know, we don’t
wan’t to—"

“ Hold on,” says the duke. ¢ Less make up the deffisit ”
—and he begun to haul out yaller-boys out of his pocket.
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“It’s a most amazm’ good idea, duke—you have got a
rattlin’ clever head on you,” says the king. ¢Blest if the old
Nonesuch ain’t a heppin’ us out agin —and Ae¢ begun to haul
out yaller-jackets and stack them up.

It most busted them, but they made up the six thousand
clean and clear.

“Say,” says the duke, “I got another idea. Le’s go up-
stairs and count this money, and then take and give it to the
girls.” ‘

“Good land, duke, lemme hug you! It’s the most dazz-
ling idea ’at ever a man struck. You have cert’nly got the
most astonishin’ head I ever see. Oh, this is the boss dodge,
ther’ ain’t no mistake ’bout it. ILet ’em fetch along their sus-
picions now, if they want to—this’ll lay ’em out.”

When we got up stairs, everybody gethered around the
table, and the king he counted it and stacked it up, three hun-
dred dollars in a pile—twenty elegant little piles. Everybody
looked hungry at it, and licked their chops. Then they raked
it into the bag again, and I see the king begin to swell himself
up for another speech. He says:

“Friends all, my poor brother that lays yonder has done
generous by them that’s left behind in the vale of sorrers. He-
has done generous by these-yer poor little lambs that he loved
and sheltered, and that’s left fatherless and motherless. Yes,
and we that knowed him, knows that he would a done more
generous by ’em if he hadn’t ben afeard o’ woundin’ his dear
William and me. Now, wouldn’t he? Ther’ ain’t no question
‘bout it, in my mind. Well, then—what kind o’ brothers would
it be, that’d stand in his way at sech a time? And what kind
o uncles would it be that’d rob—yes, rob—sech poor sweet
lambs as these ’at he loved so, at sech a time? If I know
William—and I think I do—he—well, I'll jest ask him.” He
turns around and begins to make a lot of signs to the duke



252 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN,

with his hands; and the duke he looks at him stupid and
leather-headed a while, then all of a sudden he seems to catch
his meaning, and jumps for the king, goo-gooing with all his
might for joy, and hugs him about fifteen times before he lets
up. Then the king says, “I knowed it ; I reckon that ’ll con-

Ll e e - —

GOING FOR HIM.

vince anybody the way ke feels about it. Here, Mary Jane,
Susan, Joanner, take the money—take it all. It’s the gift of
him that lays yonder, cold but joyful.”

Mary Jane she went for him, Susan and the hare-lip went
for the duke, and then such another hugging and kissing I
never see yet. And everybody crowded up with the tears in
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their eyes, and most shook the hands off of them frauds, saying
all the time :

“ You dear good souls !—how lovely /—how could you!”

Well, then, pretty soon all hands got to talking about the
diseased again, and how good he was, and what a loss he was,
and all that; and before long a big iron-jawed man worked
bimself in there from outside, and stood a listening and look-
ing, and not saying anything; and nobody saying anything to
him either, because the king was talking and they was all busy
listening. The king was saying—in the middle of something
he’d started in on—

«_they bein’ partickler friends o’ the diseased. That's
why they’re invited here this evenin’; but to-morrow we want
all to come—everybody ; for he respected everybody, he liked
everybody, and so it’s fitten that his funeral orgies sh’d be
publie.” '

And so he went a-mooning on and on, liking to hear himself
talk, and every little while he fetched in his funeral orgies
again, till the duke he couldn’t stand it no more ; so he writes
on a little scrap of paper, « obsequies, you old fool,” and folds
it up and goes to goo-gooing and reaching it over people’s
heads to him. The king he reads it, and puts it in his pocket,
and says:

«“Poor William, afflicted as he is, his heart’s aluz right.
Asks me to invite everybody to come to the funeral—wants me
to make ’em all welcome. But he needn’t a worried—it was
jest what I was at.”

Then he weaves along again, perfectly calm, and. goes to
dropping in his funeral orgies again every now and then, just
like he done before. And when he done it the third time, he
says :

« I say orgies, not because it’s the common term, because
it ain’t—obsequies bein’ the common term—but because orgies
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is the right term. Obsequies ain’t used in England no more,
now—it’s gone out. We say orgies now, in England. Orgies
is better, because it means the thing you’re after, more exact.
It’s a word that’s made up out’n the Greek orgo, outside, open,
abroad ; and the Hebrew jeesum, to plant, cover up; hence
inter. So, you see, funeral orgies is an open er public funeral.”

He was the worst I ever struck. Well, the iron-jawed man
he laughed right in his face. Everybody was shocked, Every-
body says, “ Why doctor ! ” and Abner Shackleford says:

“Why, Robinson, hain’t you heard the news? This is
Harvey Wilks.”

The king he smiled eager, and shoved out his ﬂapper, and
says :

¢ Js it my poor brother’s dear good friend and physician ?
I ”

“ Keep your hands off of me!” says the doctor. ¢ You
talk like an Englishman—don’t you? It’s the worse imitation
I ever heard. You Peter Wilks’ brother. You're a fraud, that’s
what you are!”

Well, how they all took on! They crowded around the
doctor, and tried to quiet him -down, and tried to explain to
him, and tell him how Harvey’d showed in forty ways that he
was Harvey, and knowed everybody by name, and the names
of the very dogs, and begged and begged him not to hurt Har-
vey’s feelings and the poor girls’ feelings, and all that; but it
warn’t no use, he stormed right along, and said any man that
pretended to be an Englishman and couldn’t imitate the lingo
no better than what he did, was a fraud and a liar. The poor
girls was hanging to the king and crying; and all of a sudden
the doctor ups and turns on them. He says:

«“] was your father’s friend, and I'm your friend; and I
warn you as a friend, and an honest one, that wants to protect
you and keep you out of harm and trouble, to turn your backs
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on that scoundrel, and have nothing to do with him, the igno-
rant tramp, with his idiotic Greek and Hebrew as he calls it.
He is the thinnest kind of an impostor—has come here with a
lot of empty names and facts which he has picked up somewheres,
and you take them for proofs, and are helped to fool yourselves

THE DOCTOR.

by these foolish friends here, who ought to know better. Mary
Jane Wilks, you know me for your friend, and for your unselfish
friend, too. Now listen to me; turn this pitiful rascal out—I
beq you to do it. Will you?”

Mary Jane straightened herself up, and my, but she was
handsome! She says:
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“ Here is my answer.” She hove up the bag of money and
put it in the king’s hands, and says, ¢ Take this six thousand
dollars, and invest for me and my sisters any way you want to
and don’t give us no receipt for it.”

Then she put her arm around the king on one side, and
Susan and the harelip done the same on the other. Everybody
clapped their hands and stomped on the floor like a perfect
storm, whilst the king held up his head and smiled proud.
The doctor says:

¢ All right, I wash my hands of the matter. But I warn
you all that a time’s coming when youre going to feel sick
whenever you think of this day "—and away he went.

« All right, doctor,” says the king, kinder mocking him,
“we'll try and get ’em to send for you "—which made them all
laugh, and they said it was a prime good hit.

THE BAG OF MONEY.




THE CUDBY. So Mary Jane took us

ap,and she showed them their rooms, which was plain but

nice. She said she’d have her frocks and a lot of other traps

took out of her room if they was in Uncle Harvey’s way, but he

wid they warn’t. The frocks was hung along the wall, and

hefore them was a curtain made out of calico that hung down to
S



258 THE ADVENTURES OF IIUCKLEBLERRY FINN.

the floor. There was an old hair trunk in one corner, and a
guitar box in another, and all sorts of little knick-knacks and
jimeracks around, like girls brisken up a.room with. The king
said it was all the more homely and more pleasanter for these
fixings, and so don’t disturb them. The duke’s room was pretty
small, but plenty good enough, and so was my cubby.

That night they had a big supper, and all them men and
women was there, and I stood behind the king and the duke’s
chairs and waited on them, and the niggers waited on the rest.
Mary Jane she set at the head of the table, with Susan along-
side of her, and said how bad the biscuits was, and how mean
the preserves was, and how ornery and tough the fried chickens
was—and all that kind of rot, the way women always do for to
force out compliments ; and the people all knowed everything
was tip-top, and said so—said “ How do you get biscuits to
brown so nice ?” and “ Where, for the land’s sake, did you get
these amaz’n pickles ? ” and all that kind of humbug talky-talk,
just the way people always does at a supper, you know.

And when it was all done, me and the hare-lip had supper
in the kitchen off of the leavings, whilst the others was helping
the niggers clean up the things. The hare-lip she got to
pumping me about England, and blest if I didn’t think the ice
was getting mighty thin, sometimes. She says:

“Did you ever see the king ?”

“Who? William Fourth? Well, I betIhave—he goes to
our church.” I knowed he was dead years ago, but I never let
on. So when I says he goes to our church, she says:

“ What—regular ? ”

«Yes—regular. His pew’s right over opposite ourn—on
t'other side the pulpit.”

«] thought he lived in London ? ”

“ Well, he does. Where would he live?”

“But I thought you lived in Sheffield ? ”
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I see I was up a stump. I had to let on toget choked with
a chicken bone, so as to get time to think how to get down
again. Then I says:

“I mean he goes to our church regular when he’s in
Sheffield. That’s only in the summer-time, when he comes
there to take the sea baths.”

s el fpareperams

SUPPER WITHH THE HARE-LIP.

¢« Why, how you talk—Shefficld ain’t on the sea.”
«“ Well, who said it was?”

*Why, you did.”

«] didn’t, nuther.”

“Youdid!”
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“I didn't.,”

.“You did.”

41 never said nothing of the kind.”

% Said he come to take the sea baths—that’s what I said.”

“Well, then! how’s he going to take the sea baths if i
ain’t on the sea ? ”

“Looky here,” I says; “did you ever see any (ongres
water?”

“Yes.,”

“ Well, did you have to go to Congress to get it?”

“Why, no.”-

¢« Well, ndither does William Fourth have to go to the s
to get a sea bath.”

“ How does he get it, then ? ”

“ Gets it the way people down here gets Congress water
in barrels, There in the palace at Sheffield they’ve got furnace
and he wants his water hot. They can’t bile that amount o
water away off there at the sea. They haven’t got no conveni-
ences for it.”

“QOh, I sce, now. You might a said that in the first place',
and saved time.” ‘

When she said that, I see I was out of the woods again,
and so I was comfortable and glad. Next, she says:

“ Do you go to church, too?”

¢ Yes—regular.”

«“Where do you set ?”

¢ Why, in our pew.”

« Whose pew ?”

“ Why, ourn—your Uncle Harvey's.”

“Hism? What does ke want with a pew ?”

“ Wants it to set in. What did you reckon he wanted with
it?”
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“ Why, I thought he'd be in the pulpit.”

Rot him, I forgot he was a preacher. I see I was up a
stump again, so I played another chicken bone and got another
think. Then I says:

“ Blame it, do you suppose there ain’t but one preacher to a
church ?” _

“ Why, what do they want with more ?”

“ What !—to preach before a king! I never see such a girl
as you. They don’t have no less than seventeen.”

“Seventeen! My land! Why, T wouldn’t set out such a
string as that, not if I never got to glory. It must take 'em a
week.”

¢« Shucks, they don't all of ’em preach the same day—only
one of ’em.”

«Well, then, what does the rest of ’em do ?”

¢« Oh, nothing much. Loll around, pass the plate—and one
thing or another. But mainly they don’t do nothing.”

“Well, then, what are they for ?”

“Why, they’re for style. Don’t you know nothing ?”

“Well, I don’t want to know no such foolishness as that.
How is servants treated in England ? Do they treat ’em better
‘n we treat our niggers?”

“No! A servant ain’t nobody there. They treat them
worse than dogs.” ' '

“Don’t they give ’emh holidays, the way we do, Christmas
and New Year’s week, and Fourth of July ? ”

% Oh, just listen! A body could tell you hain’t ever been
to England by that. Why, Hare-l—why, Joanna, they never
see a holiday from year’s end to year’s end; never go to the
circus, nor theatre, nor nigger shows, nor nowheres.”

% Nor church? ”

“Nor church.”

“But you always went to church ?”
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Well, I was gone up again. I forgot I was the old man
servant. But next minute I whirled in on a kind of an explana-
tion how a valley was different from a common servant,and had
to go to church whether he wanted to or not, and set with the
family, on account of its being the law. But I didn’t do it

a

“ HONEST INJUN.”

pretty good, and when I got done I see she warn’t satisfied.
She says:

“ Honest Injun, now, hain’t you been telling me a lot of
lies?”

“ Honest Injun,” says I.
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¢ None of it at all ?”

“ None of it at all. Not a lie in it,” says I.

“ Lay your hand on this book and say it.”

I see it warn’t nothing but a dictionary, so I laid my hand
on it and said it. So then she looked a little better satisfied,
and says :

“ Well, then, I'll believe some of it; but I hope to gra-
cious if I'll believe the rest.”

“ What is it you won’t believe, Joe?” says Mary Jane,
stepping in with Susan behind her. It ain’t right nor kind
for you to talk so to him, and him a stranger and so far from
his people. How would you like to be treated so ?”

“ That's always your way, Maim—always sailing in to help
somebody before they’re hurt. I hain’t done nothing to him.
He’s told some stretchers, I reckon ; and I said I wouldn’t
swallow it all; and that’s every bit and grain I did say. I
reckon he can stand a little thing iike that, can’t he ?”

“I don’t care whether it ’twas little or whether ‘twas big,
he’s here in our house and a stranger, and it wasn’t good of
you to say it. If you was in his place, it would make you feel
ashamed ; and so you oughtn’t to say a thing to another person
that will make them feel ashamed.”

“ Why, Maim, he said—"

“It don’t make no difference what he said—that ain’t
the thing. The thing is for you to treat him kind, and not be
saying things to make him remember he ain’t in his own
country and amongst his own folks.”

I says to myself, this is a girl that I'm letting that ole
reptle rob her of her money ! '

Then Susan she waltzed in; and if you’ll believe me, she
did give Hare-lip hark from the tomb!

Says I to myself, And this is another one that I'm letting
him rob her of her money!
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Then Mary Jane she took another inning, and went in sweet
and lovely again—which was her way—but when she got done
there warn’t hardly anything left o’ poor Hare-lip. So she
hollered.

 All right, then,” says the other girls, “ you just ask his
pardon.”

She done it, too.© And she done it beautiful. She done it
so beautiful it was good to hear; and I wished I could tell her
a thousand lies, so she could do it again.

I says to myself, this is another one that I'm letting him rob
her of her money. And when she got through, they all jest
laid themselves out to make me feel at home and know I was
" amongst friends. I felt so ornery and low down and mean, that
I says to myself, My mind’s made up ; I'll hive that money for
them or bust.

So then I lit out—for bed, I said, meaning some time or
another. When I got by myself, I went to thinking the thing
over. I saysto myself, Shall I go to that doctor, private, and
blow cn these frauds? No—that won't do. He might tell
who told him ; then the king and the duke would make it warm
for me. Shall I go, private, and tell Mary Jane? No—I
dasn’t do it. Her face would give them a hint, sure ; they've
got the money, and they’d slide right out and get away with it.
If she was to fetch in help, I'd get mixed up in the business,
before it was done with, I judge. No, there ain’t no good way
but one. I got to steal that money, somehow; and I got to
steal it some way that they won’t suspicion that I done it.
They’ve got a good thing, here ; and they ain’t agoing to leave
till they’ve played this family and this town for all they're
worth, so I'll find a chance time enough. I’ll steal it,and hide
it; and by-and-by, when I'm away down the river, I'll write a
letter and tell Mary Jane where it’s hid. But I'd better hive
it to-night, if I can, because the doctor maybe hasn’t let up as
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much as he lets on he has; he might scare them out of here,
yet.

So, thinks I, I'll go and search them rooms. Upstairs the
hall was dark, but I found the duke’s room, and started to paw
around it with my hands ; but Irecollected it wouldn’t be much
like the king to let anybody else take care of that money but

THE DUKE LOOKS UNDER THE BED.

his own self; so then I went to his room and begun to paw
around there. But I see I couldn’t do nothing without a
candle, and I dasn’t light one, of course. So I judged I'd got
to do the other thing—lay for them, and eavesdrop. About
-that time, I hears their footsteps coming, and was going to skip
under the bed; I reached for it, but it wasn’t where I thought
it would be ; but I touched the curtain that hid Mary Jane’s
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frocks, so I jumped in behind that and snuggled in amongst
the gowns, and stood there perfectly still.

They come in and shut the door; and the first thing the
duke done was to get down and look under the bed. Then I
was glad I hadn’t found the bed when I wanted it. And yet,
you know, it’s kind of natural to hide under the bed when you
are up to anything private. They sets down, then, and the
king says:

“ Well, what is it ? and cut it middlin’ short, because. it’s
better for us to be down there a whoopin™up the mournin’,
than up here givin’ ’em a chance to talk us over.”

“ Well, this is it, Capet. I ain’t easy; I ain’t comfortable.
That doctor lays on my mind. I wanted to know your plans.
I've got a notion, and I think it’s a sound one.”

“ What is it, duke?”

“That we better glide out of this, before three in the
morning, and clip it down the river with what we've got.
Specially, seeing we gat it so easy—given back to us, flung at
our heads, as you may. say, when of course we allowed to have
to steal it back. I'm for knocking off and lighting out.”

That made me feel pretty bad. About an hour or two ago,
it would a been a little different, but now it made me feel bad
and disappointed. The king rips out and says:

“What! And not sell out the rest o’ the property ? March
off like a passel o’ fools and leave eight or nine thous’n’ dollars’
worth o’ property layin’ around jest sufferin’ to be scooped in?
—and all good saleable stuff, too.”

The duke he grumbled ; said the bag of gold was enough,
and he didn’t want to go no deeper—didn’t want to rob a lot of
orphans of everything they had. .

“ Why, how you talk ! ” says the king. “ We shan’t rob ‘em
of nothing at all but jest this money. The people that buys
the property is the suffrers; because as soon’s it’s found out
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‘at we didn’t own it—which won’t be long after we’ve slid—the
sale won’t be valid, and it'll all go back to the estate. These-
yer orphans ’ll git their house back agin, and that’s enough for
them ; theyre young and spry, and k’n easy earn a livin
They ain’t agoing to suffer. Why, jest think—there’s thousn’s
and thous’n’s that ain’t nigh so well off. Bless you, they ain’t
got noth’n to complain of.”

“ Well, the king he talked him blind ; so at last he give in,
and said all right, but said he believed it was blame foolishness
to stay, and that doctor hanging over them. But the king
says:

 Cuss the doctor! What do we kK’yer for Aim ? Hain’t we
got all the-fools in town on our side? and ain’t that a big
enough majority in any town? ”

So they got ready to go downstairs again. The duke
says:

“I don’t think we put that money in a good place.”

That cheered me up. I'd begun to think I warn’t going to
get a hint of no kind to help me. The king says:

“Why?”

“Because Mary Jane ’ll be in mourning from this out ; and
first you know the nigger that does up the rooms will get an
order to box these duds up and put’em away; and do you
reckon a nigger can run across money and not borrow some of
it?”

“Your head’s level agin, duke,” says the king; and he
come a fumbling under the curtain two or tkree foot from where
I was. I stuck tight to the wall, and kept mighty still, though
quivery ; and I wondered what them fellows would say to me if
they catched me; and I tried to think what I'd better do if
they did catch me. But the king he got the bag before I
could think more than about a half a thought, and he never
suspicioned I was around. They took and shoved the bag
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through a.rip in the straw tick that was under the feather bed,
and crammed it in a foot or two amongst the straw and said it
was all right, now, because a nigger only makes up the feather
bed, and don't turn over the straw tick only about twice a year,
and so it warn’t in no danger of getting stole, now.

But I knowed better. I had it out of there before they was

——

JIIUCK TAKES THE MONEY.

half-way downstairs. I groped along up to my cubby, and hid
it there till I could get a chance to do better. I judged I
better hide it outside of the house somewheres, because if they
missed it they would give the house a good ransacking. I
knowed that very well. Then I turned in, with my clothes all
on ; but I couldn’t a gone to sleep, if I'd a wanted to, I was in
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such a sweat to get through with the business. By-and-by I
heard the king and the duke come up; so I rolled off of my
pallet and laid with my chin at the top of my ladder and waited
to see if anything was going to happen. But nothing did.

So I held on till all the late sounds had quit and the early
ones hadn’t begun, yet; and then I slipped down the ladder.



’ Chabter

Kgﬂm L —_—

A CRACK IN THE DINING-ROOM DOOR.

Y

]CREPT to their doors

and listened ; they was
snoring, so I tip-toed
along, and got down-
stairs all right. There
warnt a sound any-
wheres. I peeped
through a crack of the
dining-room door, and
see the men that was
watching the corpse all
sound asleep on their
chairs. The door was
open into the parlour,
where the corpse was
laying, and there was a
candle in both rooms.
I passed along, and the

parlour door was open ; but I see there warn’t nobody in there
but the remainders of Peter; so I shoved on by ; but the front
door was locked, and the key wasn't there. Just then I heard
somebody coming down the stairs, back behind me. I run
in the parlour, and took a swift look around,and the only place
I see to hide the bag was in the coffin. Thelid was shoved along
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about a foot, showing the dead man’s face down in there, with
awet eloth over it, and his shroud on. I tucked the money-
bag in under the lid, just down beyond where his hands was
crossed, which made me creep, they was so cold, and then I
run back across the room and in behind the door.

The person coming was Mary Jane. She went to the
coffin, very soft, and kneeled down and looked in ; then she put
up her handkerchief and I see she begun to cry, though I
couldn’t hear her, and her back was to me. "I slid out, and as
I passed the dining-room I thought I'd make sure them watchers
hadn’t seen me; so I looked through the crack and everything
was all right. They hadn’t stirred.

I slipped up to bed, feeling ruther blue, on accounts of the
thing playing out that way after I had took so much trouble
and run so much resk about it. Sayvs I, if it could stay where
it is, all right ; because when we get down the river a hundred
mile or two, I could write back to Mary Jane, and she could dig
him up again and get it ; but that ain’t the thing that’s going
to happen; the thing that’s going to happen is, the money ‘1l
be found when they come {o screw on the lid. Then the king
Il get it again, and it ‘1l be a long day before he gives anybody
another chance to smouch it from him. Of course I wanted to
slide down and get it out of there, but I dasn’t try it. Every
minute it was getting earlier, now, and pretty soon some of them
watchers would begin to stir, and I might get catched—catched
with six thousand dollars in my hands that nobody hadn’t hired
me to take care of. I don’t wish to be mixed up in no such
business as that, I says to myself.

When I got downstairs in the morning the parlour was shut
up, and the watchers was gone. There warn’t nobody around
but the family and the widow Bartley and our tribe. I watched
their faces to see if anything had been happening, but I couldn’t
tell, »
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Towards the middle of the day the undertaker come, with
his man, and they set the coffin in the middle of the room on a
couple of chairs, and then set all our chairs in rows, and bor-
rowed more from the neighbours till the hall and the parlour
and the dining-room was full. I see the coffin lid was the way
it was before, but I dasn’t go to look in under it, with folks
around.

Then the people begun to flock in, and the beats and the
girls took seats in the front row at the head of the coffin, and

for a half an hour the people filed around slow, in single rank,

and looked down at the dead man’s face a minute, and some
dropped in a tear, and it was all very still and solemn, only the
girls and the beats holding handkerchiefs to their eyes and
keeping their heads bent, and sobbing a little. There warn't
no other sound but the scraping of the feet on the floor, and
blowing noses—becanse people always blows them more at a
funeral than they do at other places except church.

When the place was packed full, the undertaker he slid
around in his black gloves with his softy soothering ways, put-
ting on the last touches, and getting people and things all
shipshape and comfortable, and making no more sound thana
cat. He never spoke; he moved people around, he squeezed
in late ones, he opened up passage-ways, and done it all with
nods and signs with his hands. Then he took his place over
against the wall. He was the softest, glidingest, stealthiest
man I ever see; and there warn’t no more smile to him than
there is to a ham.

They had borrowed a melodeum—a sick one ; and when
everything was ready, a young woman set down and worked it,
and it was pretty skreeky and colicky, and everybody joined in
and sung, and Peter was the only one that had,a good thing,
according to my notion. Then the Reverend Hobson opened
up, slow and solemn, and begun to talk ; and straight off the
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Pl -l

most, outrageous row busted out in the “cellar a body ever
heard ; it was only one dog, but he made a most powerful
racket, and he kept it up, right along; the parson he had to
stand there, over the coffin, and wait—you couldn’t hear your-
self think. It was right down awkward, and nobody didn’t

THE UNDERTAKER.

seem to know what to do. But pretty soon they see that long-

legged undertaker make a sign to the preacher as much as to

say, ‘¢ Dont you worry—just depend on me.” Then he stooped

down and begun to glide along the wall, just his shoulders

showing over the people’s heads. So he glided along, and the

pow-wow and racket getting more and more outrageous all the
T



274 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN,

time ; and at last, when .he had gone around two sides of . the
room, he disappears down cellar. Then, in about two seconds
we heard a whack, and the dog he finished up with a most
amazing howl or two, and then everything was' dead stil],
and the parson begun his solemn talk where he left off. . In a
minute or two here comes this undertaker’s back and shoulders
gliding along the wall again; and so he glided, and glided,
around three sides of the room, and then rose up, and shaded

“JIE HAD A RAT!”

his mouth with his hands, and stretched his neck out towards
the preacher, over the people’s heads, and says, in a kind of
a coarse whisper, “ He had a rat!” Then he drooped down
and glided along the wall again to his place. You could see it
was a great satisfaction to the people, because naturally they
wanted to know. A little thing like that don’t cost nothingy
and it’s just the little things that makes a man to be looked up

to and liked. There warn’t no more popular man in town than

what that undertaker was.
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“Well, the funeral sermon was very good, but pison long and
tiresome ; and then the king he shoved in and got off some of
his usual rubbage, and at last the job was through, and the
undertaker begun to sneak up on the coffin with his screw-
driver. I was in a sweat then, and watched him pretty keen.-
But he never meddled at all ; just slid the lid along, as soft as:
mush, and screwed it down tight and fast. So there I was! I
didn’t know whetber the money was in there, or not. So, says
I, s’pose somebody has hogged that bag on the sly >—now how
do I know whether to write to Mary Jane or not? S’pose she
dug him up and didn’t find nothing—what would she think of
me ? - Blame it, I says, I might get hunted up and jailed ; I'd
better lay low and keep dark, and not write at all ; the thing’s
awful mixed, now ; trying to better it, I've worsened it a hun-
dred times, and I wish to goodness I'd just let it alone, dad
fetch the whole business ! :

They buried him, and we come back home, and I went to.
watching faces again—I couldn’t help it, and I couldn’t rest
easy. But nothing come of it; the faces didn’t tell me.
nothing. ; S

The king he visited around, in the evening, and sweetened.
everybody up, and made himself ever so friendly ; and he give
out the idea that his congregation over in England would be in
a sweat about him, so he must hurry and settle up the estate
right away, and leave for home. He was very sorry he was so
pushed, and so was everybody ; they wished he could stay:
longer, but they said they could see it couldn’t be done. And he
said of course him and William would take the girls home with
them; and that pleased everybody too, because then the girls
would be well fixed, and amongst their own relations ; and it
pleased the girls, too—tickled them so they clean forgot they
ever had a trouble in the world ; and told him to sell out as
quick as he wanted to, they would be ready. Them poor things

T2
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was that glad and happy it made my heart ache to see them
getting fooled and lied to so, but I didn’t see no safe way for
me to chip in and change the general tune.

Well, blamed if the king didn’t bill. the house and the
niggers and all the property for auction straight off—sale two
" days after the funeral; but anybody could buy private before-
hand if they wanted to.

So the next day after the funeral, along about noontime,
the girls’ joy got the first jolt ; a couple of nigger traders come
along, and the king sold them the niggers reasonable, for three-
day drafts as they called -it, and away they went, the two sons
up the river to Memphis, and their mother down the river to
Orleans. I thought them poor girls and them niggers would
break their hearts for grief; they. cried around each other, and
took on so it most made me down sick to see it. The girls said
they hadn’t ever dreamed of seeing the family separated or sold
away from the town. I can’t ever get it out of my memory,
the sight of them poor miserable girls and niggers hanging
around each other’s necks.and erying ; and I reckon I couldn’t
a stood it all but would a had to bust out and tell on our
gang if I hadn’t knowed the sale warn’t no account and the
niggers would-be back home in a week or two.

The thing made a big stir in the town, too, and a good
many come out flat-footed and said it was scandalous to separate
the mother and the children that way. It injured the frauds
some ; hut the old fool he bulled right along, spite of all the
duke could say or do, and I tell you the duke was powerful
uneasy.

Next day was auction day. About broad-day in the morn-
ing, the king and the duke come up in the garret and woke
me up, and I see by their look that there was trouble, The
king says:

“ Was you in my room night before last ? ”
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* No, your majesty "—which was the way I always called
bim when nobody but our gang warn’t around.

¢ Was you in there yisterday er last night ?”

¢ No, your majesty.”

<¢ Honour bright, now—no lics.”

— —

“ WAS YOU IN MY LooMm!"

< Honour bright, your majesty, I'm telling you the truth. I
hain’t been anear your room since Miss Mary Jane took you
and the duke and showed it to you.”

The duke says:

‘ Have you seen anybody else go in there ?
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¢ No, your grace, not as I remember, I believe.”

¢ Stop and think.” '

I studied a while, and see my chance, then I says:

“ Well, I see the niggers go in there several times.”

Both of them give a little jump; and looked like they
hadn’t ever expected it,and then like they kad. Then the duke
says :

¢ What, all of them ?”

¢ No—leastways not all at once. That is, I don’t think I
ever see them all come out at once but just one time.”

¢ Hello—when was that? ”

“ It was the day we had the funeral. In the morning. It
warn’t early, because I overslept. I was just starting down the
ladder, and I see them.”

“ Well, go on, go on—vwhat did they do? How’d they
act?”

“They didn’t do nothing. And they didnt act anyway.
much, as fur as I see. They tip-toed away; so I seen, easy
enough, that they’d shoved in there to do up your majesty’s
room, or something, ’posing you was up; and found you warnt
up, and so they was hoping to slide out of the way of trouble
without waking you up, if they hadn’t already waked you up.”

“ Great guns, this is a go!” says the king; and both of
them looked pretty sick and tolerable silly. They stood there
a thinking and scratching their heads a minute, and then the
duke he bust into a kind of a little raspy chuckle, and says:

It does beat all, how neat the niggers played their hand.
They let on to be sorry they was going out of this region ! and
I believed they wwas sorry. And so did you, and so did every-
body. Don’t ever tell me any more that a nigger ain’t got any
histrionic talent. Why, the way they played that thing, it
would fool anybody. In my opinion there’s a fortune in ‘em.
If I had capital and a theatre, I wouldn’t want a better lay out
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than that—and here we’ve gone and sold ’em for a song. Yes,
and ain’t privileged to sing the song, yet. Say, where is that
song ?—that draft ?”

“In the bank for to be collected. Where would it be? ”

“ Well, that’s all right then, thank goodness.”

Says I, kind of timid-like :

« Is something gone wrong ? ”

The king whirls on me and rips out:

“ Nomne o’ your business! You keep your head shet, and

JAWING.

mind y’r own affairs—if you got any. Long as you’re in this
town, don’t you forgit that, you hear?” Then he says to the
duke: “We got to jest swaller it, and say noth’n: mum's the
word for us.”

As they was starting down the ladder, the duke he chuckles
again, and says:

“ Quick sales and small profits! It's a good business—
yes.”

The king snarls around on him and says : .

I was trying to do for the Lest, in sellin’ ’m out so quick.



280 THE ADVENTURES OF IIUCKLEBERRY FINN.,

If the profits has turned out to-be none, lackin’ considable,
and none to carry, is it my fault any more’n its yourn? ”

“ Well, they’d be in this house yet, and we wouldn’t if I
could a got my advice listened to.”

The king sassed back, as much as was safe for him, and
then swapped around and lit into me again. He give me down
the banks for not coming and ¢elling him I see the niggers
come out of his room acting that way—said any fool would
a knowed something was up. And then waltzed in and cussed
himself a while; and said it all come of him not laying late
and taking his natural rest that morning, and he’d be blamed
if he’d ever do it again. So they went off a jawing; and I felt
dreadful glad I'd worked it all off on to the niggers, and yet
hadn’t done the niggers no harm by it.
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IN TROUBLE. .anybody would. I

went in there, and says :

¢ Miss Mary Jane, you can’t akear to see people in trouble
and I can’t—most always. Tell me about it.”

So she done it. And it was the niggers—I just expected
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it. She said the beautiful trip to England was most about
spoiled for her; she didn’t know kow she was ever going to be
happy there, knowing the mother and the children warn’t ever
going to see each other no more—and then busted out bitterer
than ever, and flung up her hands, and says:

¢ Oh, dear, dear, to think they ain’t ever going to see each
other any more!”

¢ But they will—and inside of two weeks—and I krnow it !”
says L.

Laws it was out before I could think !—and before I could
budge, she throws her arms around my neck, and told me to
say it again, say it again, say it again!

I see I had spoke too sudden, and said too much, and was
in a close place. I asked her to let me think a minute ; and

she set there, very impatient and excited, and handsome, but.

looking kind of happy and eased-up, like a person that’s had a
tooth pulled out. So I went to studying it out. I saysto my-
self, I reckon a body that ups and tells the truth when he is in
a tight place, is taking considerable many resks, though I ain't
had no experience, and can’t say for certain ; but it looks so to
‘me, anyway ; and yet here’s a case where I'm blest if it don't
look to me like the truth is better, and actually safer, than a lie.

I must lay it by in my mind, and think it over some time or

other, it’s so kind of strange and unregular. Inever see nothing
like it. Well, I says to myself at last, I'm agoing to chance
it; Il up and tell the truth this time, though it does seem
most like setting down on a kag of powder and touching it off
just to see where you'll go to. Then I says: ’

“Miss Mary Jane,- is there any place out of town a little
ways, where you could go and stay three or four days? ”

“ Yes—DMr. Lothrop’s. Why?” ‘

“Never mind why, yet. If I'll tell you how I know the
-niggers will see each other again—inside of two weeks—here in
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this honse—and prove how I know it—will you go to Mr.
Lothrop’s and stay four days ? ”
“Four days!” she says; “I’ll stay a year!”-
-« All right,” I says, “I don’t want nothing more out of you
than just your word—I druther have it than another man’s kiss-

INDIGNATION,

the-Bible.” She smiled, and reddened up very sweet, and I
says, “If you don’t mind it, I’ll shut the door—and bolt it.”
Then I come back and set down again, and says:
“Don’t you holler. Just set still, and take it like a man.
I got to tell the truth, and you want to brace up, Miss Mary,
because it’s 'a bad kind, and going to be hard to take, but
there. ain’t no help for it. These uncles of yourn ain’t no



984 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINX.

uncles at all—they're a couple of frauds—regular dead-beats.
There, now we're over the worst of it—you can staad the rest
middling easy.”

It jolted her up like everything, of course; but I was over
the shoal water now, so I went right along, her eyes a blazing
higher and higher all the time, and told her every blame thing,
from where we first struck that young fool going up to the
steamboat, clear through to where she flung herself on to the
king’s breast at the front door, and he kissed her sixteen or
seventeen times—and then up she jumps, with her face afire
like sunset, and says: ‘

“The brute! Comec—don’t waste a minute—not a second
—we’ll have them tarred and feathered, and flung in the river!”

Says I:

“Cert'nly. But do you mean, before you go to Mr.
Lothrop’s, or ”

“Oh,” she says, “what am I thinking about!” she says,
and set right down again. “Don’t mind what I said—please
don’t—you 2won’t, now, will you?” Laying her silky hand on
mine in that kind of a way that I said I would die first. <I
never thought, I was so stirred up,” she says; ‘now go on,
and I won’t do so any more. You tell me what to do, and
whatever you say, I'll do it.”

“Well,” I says, “it’s a rough gang, them two frauds, and
I'm fixed so I got to travel with them a while longer, whether I
want to or not—I druther not tell you why—and if you was to
blow on them this town would get me out of their claws, and £d
be all right, but there’d be another person that you don’t know
about who'd be in big trouble. Well, wegot to save him, hain't
we? Of course. Well, then, we won’t blow on them.”

Saying them words put a good idea in my head. I see how
maybe I could get me and Jim rid of the frauds; get them
jailed here, and then leave. But I didn’t want to run the raft
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in day-time, without anybody aboard to answer questions but
me; s0 I didn’t want the plan to begin working till pretty late
to-night. I says:

“Miss Mary Jane, I'll tell you what we’ll do—and you won’t
have to stay at Mr. Lothrop’s so long, nuther. How furisit?”

“ A little short of four miles—right out in the country, back
here.” _

“Well, that'll answer. Now you go along out there, and
lay low till nine or half-past, to-night, and then get them to
fetch you home again—tell them you’ve thought of something.
If you get here before eleven, put a candle in this window, and
if I don’t turn up, wait till eleven, and then if I don’t turn up
it means I'm gone, and out of the way, und safe. Then you
come out and spread the news around, and get these beats
jailed.” .

“Good,” she says, <“I'll do it.”

“And if it just happens so that I don’t get away, but get
took up along with them, you must up and say I told you the
whole thing beforehand, and you must stand by me all you can.”

“Stand by you, indeed I will. They shan’t touch a hair of
your head ! ” she says,and I see her nostrils spread and her eyes
suap when she said it, too.

“If I get away, I.shan’t be here,” I says, “ to prove these
rapscallions ain’t your uncles, and I couldn’t do it if I was here.
Icould swear they was beats and buminers, that’s all ; though
that's worth something. Well, there’s others can do that better
thag what I can—and they’re people that ain’t going to be
doubted us quick as I'd be. I’ll tell you how to find them.
Gimme a pencil and a piece of paper. There—¢ Royal Nonesuch,
Bricksville’ Put it away, and don’t lose it. When the court
wants to find out something about these two, let them send up
to Bricksville and say they've got the men that played the
Royal Nonesuch, and ask for some witnesses—why, you'll have
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. that entire town down here before you can hardly wink, Miss
Mary. And they’ll come a-biling, too.”

I judged we had got everything fixed about right, now. So
I says: '

¢ Just let the auction go right along, and don’t worry. No-
body don’t have to pay for the things they buy till 2 whole- day
after the auction, on accounts of the short notice,and they ain't
going out of this till they get that money—and the way we've
fixed it the sale ain’t going to count, and they ain’t going to

HOW TO FIND THEM.

get no money. It’s just like the way it was with the niggers—
it warn’t no sale, and the niggers will be back before long.
‘Why, they can’t collect the money for the niggers, yet—they're
in the worst kind of a fix, Miss Mary.”

“Well,” she says, “ I'll run down to breakfast now, and then
I’ll start straight for Mr. Lothrop’s.”

“’Deed, that ain’t the ticket, Miss Mary Jane,” I says, “by
no manner of means ; go before breakfast.”

[13 “Yhy«?‘ ” k4
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“What did you reckon I wanted you to go at all for, Miss
Mary?”

“Well, I never thought—and come to think, I don’t know.
What was it ?

“Why, it’s because youain’t one of these leather-face people.
Idon't want no better book than what your face is. A body can
set down and read it off like coarse print. Do you reckon you
an go and face your uncles, when they come to kiss you
good-morning, and never—-" _

“There, there, don’t! Yes, I'll go before breakfast—I'll be
glad to. And leave my sisters with them ?”

“Yes—never mind about them. They’ve got to stand it
yet a while. They might suspicion something if all of you was
togo. I don’t wan’t you to see them, nor your sisters, nor no-
body in this town—if a neighbour was to ask how is your uncles
this morning, your face would tell something. No, you go right
along, Miss Mary Jane, and I'll fix it withall of them. T’ll tell
Miss Susan to give your love to your uncles and say you've
went away for a few hours for to get a little rest and change, or
to see a friend, and youll be back to-night or early in the
morning.”

“Gone to see a friend is all right, but I won’t have my love
given to them.”

“Well, then, it shan’t be.” It was well enough to tell Ler
s0—no harm in it. It was only a little thing to do, and no
trouble ; and it’s the little things that smoothes people’s roads
the most, down here below ; it would make Mary Jane comfort-
able, and it wouldn’t cost nothing. Then I says: ¢ There’s one
more thing—that bag of money.”

“Well, they've got that; and it makes me feel pretty sﬂ]y
to think how they got it.”

“No, you're out, there. They hain’t got it.”

“Why, who’s got it ?” .
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“I wish I knowed, but I don’t. I khad it, because I stole it
from them : and I stole it to give to you; and I know where I
hid it, but I’'m afraid it ain’t there no more. I’m awful sorry,
Miss Mary Jane, I’'m just as sorry as I can be; but I done the
best I could ; I did, honest. I come nigh getting caught, and
I had to shove it into the first place I come to,and run—and it
warn’t a good place.”

“Oh, stop blamirig yourself—it’s too bad to do it, and I won't

allow it—you couldn’t help it ; it wasn’t you fault. ‘Where did

you hide it ?”
I didn’t want to set her to thinking about her troubles
again; and I couldn’t seem to get my mouth to tell her what

HE WROTE.

would make her see that corpse laying in the coffin with that
bag of money on his stomach. So for a minute I didn't say
nothing—then I says: '

“DTd ruther not tell you where I put it, Miss Mary Jane, if
you don’t mind letting me off ; but I'll write it for you on 2
piece of paper, and you can read it along the road to Mr.
Lothrop’s, if you want to. Do you reckon that’ll do?”

¢ Oh, yes.”

So I wrote: “I put it in the coffin. It was in there when
you was crying there, away in the night. I was behind the
door, and I was mighty sorry for you, Miss Mary Jane.”

It made my eyes water a little, to remember her crying
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there all by herself in the night, and them devils laying there
right under her own roof, shaming her and robbing her; and
when I folded it up and give it to her, I see the water come
into her eyes, too ; and she shook me by the hand, hard, and says :

“ Good-bye—I'm going to do everything just as you’ve told
me ; and if I don’t ever see you again Isha’n’t ever forget you,
and I’ll think of you a many and a many a time, and I'll pray
for you, too!”—and she was gone.

Pray for me! I reckoned if she knowed me she’d take a
Job that was more nearer her size. But I bet she done it, just
the same—she was just that kind. She had the grit to pray
for Judus if she took the notion—there warn’t no backdown to
her, I judge. You may say what you want to, but in my
opinion she had more sand in her than any girl I ever see; in
my opinion she was just full of sand. It sounds like flattery,
but it ain’t no flattery. And when it comes to beauty—and
goodness too—she lays over them all. I hain’t ever seen her
since that time that I see her go out of that door; no, I hain’t
ever seen her since, but I reckon I've thought of hera many and
a many a million times, and of her saying she would pray for
me ; and if ever I'd a thought it would do any good for me to
pray for her, blamed if I wouldn’t a done it or bust.

‘Well, Mary Jane she lit out the back way, I reckon; because
nobody see her go. When I struck Susan and the hare-lip, T
says : ‘

“ What’s the name of them people over on t’other side of
the river that you all goes to see sometimes?”

They says: ‘ : '

¢ There’s. several ; but it’s the Proctors, mainly.”

“That’s the name,” I says; “I most forgot it.- Well, Miss
Mary Jane she told me to tell you she’s gone over there in a
dreadful hurry—one of them’s sick.”

“ Which one?” .
v
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“J don’t know ; leastways I kinder forget; but I think
itfs—”

¢ Sakes alive, I hope it ain’t Hanner?”

“I'm sorry to say it,” I says, “but Hanner’s the very ome.”

¢ My goodness—and she so well only last week! Is sh
took bad ? ”

“It ain’t no name for it. They set up with her all nigh

HANNER WITH THE MUMPS.

Miss Mary Jane said, and they don’t think she’ll last many
hours.” _ :
¢ Only think of that, now! What’s the matter with her? ™
I couldn’t think of anything reasonable, right off that way, "
8o I says:
% Mumps.”
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“Mumps your granny! They don’t set up with people
that’s got the mumps.” '

“They don’t, don’t they? You better bet they do with
these mumps. These mumps is different. It’s a new kind, -Miss
Mary Jane said.”

“ How’s it a new kind ?”

“ Because it’s mixed up with other things.”

“What other things ?”

“Well, measles, and whooping-cough, and erysipelas, and
consumption, and yaller janders, and brain fever, and I don’t
know what all.” '

"¢« My land! And they call it the mumps?”

“ That’s what Miss Mary Jane said.”

“'Well, what in the nation do they call it the mumgps for ?”

“ Why, because it i3 the mumps. That’s what it starts with.”

“Well, ther’ ain’t no sense in it. A body might stump his
toe, and take pison, and fall down the well, and break his neck,
and bust his brains out, and somebody come along and ask
what killed him, and some numskull up and say, ¢ Why, he
stumped his toe.” Would ther’ be any sense in that? No.
And ther’ ain’t no sense in this, nuther. Is it ketching?”

«Ts it ketching? Why, how you talk. Is a harrow catch-
ing ?>—in the dark ? If you don’t hitch on to one tooth, you’re
Lound to on another, aint you? And you can’t get away wit
that tooth without fetching the whole harrow along, can you ?
Well, these kind of mumps is a kind of a harrow, as you may
say—and" it ain’t no slouch of a harrow, nuther, you come to
get it hitched on good.”

“ Well, it’s awful, I think,” says the hare-lip. “TI'll go to
Uricle Harvey and—
-« Oh, yes,” I says, “ L would. Of coursel would. Iwouldn’t
lose no time.”

« Well, why wouldn’t you ? ”

U2
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© % Just look at it a minute, and maybe you can see. Haint

your uncles obleeged to get along home to England as fast as
they can? And do you reckon they’d be mean enough to g
off and leave you to go all that journey by yourselves? You
know theyll wait for you. So fur, so good. Your uncl
Harvey’s a preacher, ain’t he? Very well, then; is a preacher
going to deceive a steamboat clerk ? is he going to deceive
a ship-clerk ?—so as to get them to let Miss Mary Jane ge
aboard ? Now you know he ain’t. - What will he do, then!
Why, he’ll say, ¢It’s a great plty, but my church matter
has got to get along the best way they can; for my niece ha:
been expcsed to the dreadful pluribus-unum mumps, and
$0 it’s my bounden duty to set down here and wait the three
months it takes to show on her if she’s got it.” But never mind,
if you think it’s best to tell your Uncle Harvey:

¢ Shucks, and stay fooling around here when we could all be
having good times in England whilst we was waiting to find
out whether Mary Jane’s got it or not ? Why, you talk likes
muggins.”
- “Well, anyway, maybe you better tell some of the neigh-
bours.”

¢ Listen at that, now. You do beat all, for natural stupid'
ness. Can’t you see that they’d go and tell? Ther’ ain’t no
way but just to not tell anybody at all.”

“Well, maybe you're right—yes, I judge you are right.”

“But I reckon we ought to tell Uncle Harvey she’s gone
out a while, anyway, so he won’t be uneasy about her ? ”

“Yes, Miss Mary Jane she wanted you to do that. Sbe
says, ¢ Tell them to give Uncle Harvey and William my love and
a kiss, and say I’ve run over the river to see Mr,—Mr.—what 8
the name of that rich family your uncle Peter used to think s
much of >—I mean the one that——"

“ Why, you must mean the Apthorps, ain’t it?”
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« Of course ; bother them kind of names, a body can’t ever
seem to remember them, half the time, somehow. Yes, she
said, say she has run over for to ask the Apthorps to be sure
and come to the auction and buy this house, because she

THE AUCTION,

allowed her uncle Peter would ruther they had it than anybody
else ; and she’s going to stick to them till they say they’ll come,
and then, if she ain’t too tired, she’s coming home ; and if she
is, she’ll be home in the morning anyway. She said, don’t say
nothing about the Proctors, but only about the Apthorps—
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—which’ll be perfectly true, because she i going there to speak
about their buying the house ; I know it, because she told me
s0, herself.”

« All right,” they said, and cleared out to lay for their
uncles, and give them the love and the kisses, and tell them
the message.

Everything was all right now. The girls wouldnt say
nothing because they wanted to goto England ; and the king
and the duke would ruther Mary Jane was off working for the
auction than around in reach of Doctor Robinson. I felt very
good ; I judged I had done it pretty neat—I reckoned Tom
Sawyer couldn’t a done it no neater himself. Of course he
would a throwed more style into it, but I can’t do that very
handy, not being brung up to it.

Well, they held the auction in the public square, along to
wards the end of the afternoon, and it strung along and strung
along, and the old man he was on hand and looking his level
pisonest, up there longside of the auctioneer, and chipping in 3
little Scripture, now and then, or a little goody-goody saying
of some kind, and the duke he was around goo-gooing for sym-
pathy all he knowed how, and just spreading himself generly.

But by-and-by the thing dragged through, and everything
was sold. Everything but a little old trifling lot in the grave-
yard. So they’d got to work that off—I never see such a girafft
as the king was for wanting to swallow everything. Well,
whilst they was at it, a steamboat landed, and in about two
minutes up comes a crowd a whooping and yelling and laughing
and carrying on, and singing out:

“ Here’s your opposition line! here’s your two sets o’ heirs
to old Peter Wilks—and you pays your money.and. you takes
your choice !”



THE TRUE BROTHERS.

&Y was fetching a very

nice-looking old gen-
tleman along, and a
nice-looking younger
one, with his right
arm in a sling. And
my souls, how the
people yelled, and
laughed, and kept it
up. But I didn’t see

- 10 joke about it, and

I judged it .would
strain the duke and
the king some to see
any. I reckoned
they’d turn pale. But

. no, nary a pale; did

they turn. The duke
he never let on he

suspicioned what was up, but just went a goo-gooing aromnd,
happy and satisfied, like a jug that’s googling out buttermilk ;
-and as for the king, he just gazed and gazed.down sorrowful on
them new-comers like it give him the.stomach-ache in his
very heart to think there could be such frauds and rascals in
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the ‘world. Oh, he done it admirable. Lots of the principal
people gethered around the king, to let him see they was on
his side. That old gentleman that had just come looked all
puzzled to death., Pretty soon he begun to speak, and I see,
straight off, he pronounced like an Englishman, not the king’s
way, though the king’s was pretty good, for an imitation. I
can’t give the old gent’s words, nor I can’t imitate him; but
"he turned around to the crowd, and says, about like this:

¢ This is a surprise to me which I wasn’t looking for ; and I'll
acknowledge, candid and frank, I ain’t very well fixed to meet
it and answer it ; for my brother and me has had misfortunes,
he’s broke his arm, and our baggage got put off at a town above
here, last night in the night by a mistake. I am Peter Wilks's
brother Harvey, and this is his brother William, which can't
hear nor speak—and can’t even make signs to amount to much,
now ’t he’s only got one hand to work them with. We are who |
we say we are ; and in a day or two, when I get the baggage, I
can prove it. But, up till then, I won’t say nothing more, but
go to the hotel and wait.”

So him and the new dummy started off; and the king he
laughs, and blethers ont : -

¢ Broke his arm—wvery likely ain’t it —and very convenient,
too, for a fraud that’s got to make signs, and hain’t learnt how.
Lost their baggage! That’s mighty good !—and mighty in-
genious—under the circumstances ! ”

So he laughed again ; and so did everybody else, except three
or four, or maybe half a dozen. One of these was that doctor;
another one was a sharp-looking gentleman, with a carpet-bag
of the old-fashioned kind made out of carpet-stuff, that had just
come off of the steamboat and was talking to him in a low voice,
and glancing towards the king now and then and nodding their
heads—it was Levi Bell, the lawyer that was gone up to Louis-
ville ; and another one was a big rough husky that come along
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and listened to all the old gentleman said, and was listening to
the king now. And when the king got dome, this husky up
and says:

“Say, looky here; if you are Harvey Wllks, when'd you
come to this town?”

“The day before the funeral, friend,” says the king.

“ But what time o’ day?”

¢ In the evenin’—’bout an hour er two before sundown.”

“How’d you come ?”

«T come down on the Susan Powell, from Cincinnati.”

“ Well, then, how'd you come to be up at the Pint in the
mornin’—in a canoe ? ”

«I warn’t up at the Pint in the mornin’.

«JIt’s a lie.”

Several of them jumped for him and begged him not to talk
that way to an old man and a preacher.

¢« Preacher be hanged, he’s a fraud and a liar. He was up
at the Pint that mornin’. I live up there, don’t I? Well, I
was up there, and he was up there. I see him there. He
come in a canoe, along with Tim Collins and a boy.”

The doctor he up and says:

“Would you know the boy again if you was to see him,
Hines?”

¢ I reckon I would, but I don’t know. Why, yonder he is,
now. I know him perfectly easy.”

It was me he pointed at. The doctor says:

¢« Neighbours, I don’t know whether the new couple is frauds
or not ; but if these two ain’t frauds, I am an idiot, that’s ail.
I think it’s our duty to see that they don’t get away from here
till we've looked into this thing. Come along Hines; come
along, the rest of you. We'll take these fellows to the tavern
and affront them with t'other couple, and I reckon we’ll find
out something before we get through.” :

9
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It was nuts for the crowd, though maybe not for the king’s
friends; so we all started. It was about sundown. The
doctor he led me along by the hand, and was plenty kind
enough, but he never let go my hand.

We all got in a big room in the hotel, and lit up some

4 P
THE DOCTOR LEADS HUCK.. ¢

candles, and fetched in the mew couple.. -First,, the : doctor
SﬂyS: . . o [ RN S WA B
I don’t wish to be too hard on these two men, but I think
they’re frauds, and they may have ’complices that we dom'
know nothing about. If they have, won’t the ’comnplices get
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away with that bag of gold Peter Wilks left ? Itain’t unlikely.
If these men ain’t frauds, they won’t object to sending for that
money and letting us keep it till they prove they’re all right—
ain’t that so?” '

Everybody agreed to that. So I judged they had our gang
in a pretty tight place, right at the outstart. But the king he
only looked sorrowful, and says:

« Grentlemen, I wish the money was there, for I ain’t got
no disposition to throw anything in the way of a fair, open,
out-and-out investigation o’ this misable business; but alas!
the money ain’t there; you k’n send and see, if you want to.”

“ Where is it, then ? ”

“ Well, when my niece give it-to me to keep for her, I took
‘and hid it inside o’ the straw tick o’ my bed, not wishin’ to bank
it for the few days we’d be here, and considerin’ the bed a
safe place, we not bein’ used to niggers, and suppos’n’ ’em
honest, like servants in England. The niggers stole it the very
next mornin’ after I had went downstairs; and when I sold
’em I hadn’t missed the money yit, so they got clean away with
it. My servant here k’n tell you ’bout it, gentlemen.”

The doctor and several said ¢ Shucks!” and I 'see nobody
didn’t altogether believe him. - One man asked me if I see the
niggers steal it. I said ¢ no,” but I see them sneaking out of the
room and hustling away, and I never  thought mnothing, only I
reckoned they was afraid they had waked up my master and was
-trying to get away before he made trouble with them. That
was all they asked me. Then the doctor whirls on me and
says :

“ Are you English too?” ;

I says “ yes ;” and him and some others laughed and said,
% Stuff!”

‘Well, then they sailed in on the general investigation, and
‘there.we had it, up and down, hour in, hour out, and nobody
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never said a word about supper, nor ever seemed to think about
it—and so they kept it up, and kept it up; and it was the
worst mixed-up thing you ever see. They made the king tell
his yarn, and they made the old gentleman tell his’n; and
anybody but a lot of prejudiced chuckleheads would a seen that
the old gentleman was spinning truth and t'other ome lies.
And by-and-by they had me up to tell what I knowed. The
king he give me a left-handed look out of the corner of his eye,
and so I knowed enough to talk on the right side. I begun to
tell about Sheffield, and how we lived there, and all about the
English Wilkses, and so on ; but I didn’t get pretty fur till the
doctor begun to laugh ; and Levi Bell, the lawyer, says:

¢ Set down, my boy, I wouldn’t strain myself, if I was you.
I reckon you ain’t used to lying, it don’t seem to come handy ;
what you want is practice. You do it pretty awkward.”

I didn’t care nothing for the compliment, but I was glad to
be let off, anyway. _

The doctor he started to say something, and turns and
says :

“If you'd been in town at first, Levi Bell ? .

The king broke in and reached out his hand, and says:

“ Why, is this my poor dead brother’s old friend that he’s
wrote so often about ? ”

The lawyer and him shook hands, and the lawyer smiled
and looked pleased, and they talked right along a while, and
then got to one side and talked low; and at last the lawyer
speaks up and says: .

“That'll fix it. I’ll take the order and send it, along with
your brother’s, and then they’ll know it’s all right.”

So they got some paper and a pen, and the king he set
down and twisted his head to one side, and chawed his tongue,
and scrawled off something ; and then they give the pen to the
duke—and then for the first time, the duke looked sick. But
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he took the pen and wrote. So then the lawyer turns to the
new old gentleman and says:

“ You and your brother please write a line or two and sign
your names.”

Tho old gentleman wrote, but nobody couldn’t read it. The
lawyer looked powerful astonished, and says:

“ Well, it beats me "—and snaked a lot of old letters out of
his pocket, and examined them, and then examined the old
man’s writing, and then them again; and then says: “ These

N

~ - —

THE DUKE WROTE.

old letters is from Harvey Wilks ; and here’s these two’s hand-
writings, and anybody can see they didn’t write them” (the
king and the duke looked sold and foolish, I tell you, to see
how the lawyer had took them in), “and here’s this old gentle-
man’s handwriting, and anybody can tell, easy enough, ke didn’t
write them—fact is, the scratches he makes ain’t properly
writing at all. Now here’s some letters from——"

The new old gentleman says:

“If you please, let me explain. Nobody can read my hand
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but my brother there—so he copiesfor me. It,s his hand you've
got there, not mine.’

“ Well ! ” says the lawyer, ¢ this is a state of thmgs Tve
got some of William’s letters too ; so if you’ll get him to write
a line or so we can com——"

“ He can’t write with his left hand,” says the old gentleman
¢ If he could use his right hand, you would see that he wrote his
own letters and mine too. Look at both, please—they’re by
the same ha -

The lawyer done it, and says:

T believe it’s so—and if it ain’t so, there’s a heap stronger
resemblance than I'd noticed before, anyway. Well, well, well !
I thought we was right on the track of a slution, but it’s gone
to grass, partly. But anyway, one thing is proved—these two
ain’t either of ’em Wilkses ”—and he wagged his head towards
the king and the duke.

Well, what do you think?—that muleheaded old fool
wouldn't give in then! Indeed he wouldn’t. Said it warn’t
no fair test. Said his brother William was the cussedest joker
in the world, and hadn’t #ried to write—he see William was
going to play one of his jokes the minute he put the pen to
paper. And so he warmed up and went warbling and warbling
right along, till he was actually beginning to believe what he
was saying, himself—but. pretty soon the new old gentleman
broke in, and says:

“I've thought of something. Is there anybody here that
helped to lay out my br—helped to lay out the late Peter Wilks
for burying ? ”

“ Yes,” says somebody, “ me.and Ab Turner done it. We're
both here.” »

Then the old man turns towards the king, and says:-

“ Per’aps this gentleman can tell me what was tattooed on
his breast ? ” -
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Blamed if the king didn’t have to brace up mighty quick,
or he’d a squshed down like a bluff bank that the river has cut
under, it took him so sudden—and mind you, it was a thing
that was calculated to make most anybody sqush to get fetched
such a solid one as that without any notice—because how was
he going to know what was tattooed on the man? He whitened
a little ; he couldn’t help it ; and it was mighty still in there,
and everybody bending a little forwards and gazing at him.
Says I to myself, Now he’ll throw up the sponge—there ain’t
no more use. Well,didhe? A body can’t hardly believe it, but
he didn’t. I reckon he thought he’d keep the thing up till he
tired them people out, so they'd thin out, and him and the
duke could break loose and get away. Anyway, he set there,
and pretty soon he begun to smile, and says:

«“Mf! It’s a very tough question, ain’t it! Yes, sir, I k'n
tell you what’s tattooed on his breast. It’s jest a small, thin,
blue arrow—that’s what it is ; and if you don’t look clost, you
can’t see it. Now what do you say—hey? ”

Well I never see anything like that old blister for clean
out-and-out cheek.

The new old gentleman turns brisk towards Ab Turner and
his pard, and his eye lights up like he judged he had got the
king this time, and says:

“There—you’ve heard what he said! Was there any such
mark on Peter Wilks’s breast ? ”

Both of them spoke up and says:

“ We didn’t see no such mark.”

“Good!” says the old gentleman. %Now, what you did
see on his breast was a small dim P, and a B (which is an
initial he dropped when he was young), and a W, with dashes
between them, so: P—B—W ”"—and he marked them that way
on a piece of paper. ¢ Come—ain’t that what you saw?”

Both of them spoke up again, and says:
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“ No, we didn’t. We never seen any marks at all.”

Well, everybody 2was in a state of mind now ; and they sings
‘out:

¢ The whole bilin’ of 'm’s frauds! Le’s duck ’em ! le’s drown
’em ! le’s ride ’em on a rail! ” and everybody was whooping at

¢“ GENTLEMEN— GENTLEMEN |”

once, and there was a rattling pow-wow. But the lawyer he
jumps on the table and yells, and says:
““Gentlemen—gentlemen! Hear me just a word—just a
single word—if you PLEASE! There’s one way yet—Ilet’s go
and dig up the corpse and look.”
That took them,
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¢ Hooray ! ” they all shouted, and was starting right off ;
but the lawyer and the doctor sung out :

“Hold on, hold on! Collar all these four men and the boy,
and fetch them along, too!”

“We'll do it!” they all shouted: “and if we don’t find
them marks we’ll lynch the whole gang ! ”

I was scared, now, I tell you. But there warn’t no getting
away, you know. They gripped us all, and marched us right
along, straight for the graveyard, which was a mile and a half
down the river, and the whole town at our heels, for we made
noise enough, and it was only nine in the evening.

As we went by our house I wished I hadn’t sent Mary Jane
out of town ; because now if I could tip her the wink, she’d
light out and save me, and blow on our dead-beats.

Well, we swarmed along down the river road, just carrying
on like wild-cats; and to make it more scary, the sky was
darking up, and the lightning beginning to wink and flitter,
and the wind to shiver amongst the leaves. This was the most
awful trouble and most dangersome I ever was in; and I was
kinder stunned ; everything was going so different from what
T had allowed for ; stead of being fixed so I could take my own
time, if I wanted to, and see all the fun, and have Mary Jane
at my back to save me and set me free when the close-fit
come, here was nothing in the world betwixt me and sudden
death but just them tattoo-marks. If they didn’t find them—

I couldn’t bear to think about it; and yet, somehow, I
couldn’t think about nothing else. It got darker and darker,
and it was a beautiful time to give the crowd the slip; but that
big husky had me by the wrist—Hines—and a body might as
well try to give Goliar the slip. He dragged me right along,
he was so excited ; and I had to run ta keep up.

When they got there they swarmed into the graveyard and
washed over it like an overflow. And when they got to the

x
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grave, they found they had about a hundred times as man)
shovels as they wanted, but nobody hadn’t thought to fetchs
lantern. But they sailed into digging, anyway, by the flicke
of the lightning, and sent a man to the nearest house a halfs
mile off, to borrow one.

So they dug and dug, like everythmg; and it got awfu
dark, and the rain started, and the wind swished and swushe!
along, and the lightning come brisker and brisker, and the
thunder boomed ; but them people never took no noticq of it
they was so full of this business; and one minute you could
- see everything and every face in that big crowd, and the
shovelfuls of dirt sailing up out of the grave, and the nes
second the dark wiped it all out, and you couldn’t see nothing
at all.

At last they got out the coffin, and begun to unscrew th
lid, and then such another crowding, and shouldering, and
shoving as there was, to scrouge in and get a sight, you never
see ; and in the dark, that way, it was awful. Hines he hut
my wrist dreadful, pulling and tugging so, and I reckon be
clean forgot I was in the world, he was so excited and panting.

All of a sudden the lightning let go a perfect sluice of white
glare, and somebody sings out :

“ By the living jingo, here’s the bag of gold on his breast!”

Hines let out a whoop, like everybody else, and dropped m§
wrist and give a big surge to bust his way in and get a look,
and the way I lit out and shinned for the road in the dark
there ain’t nobody can tell.

I had the road all to myself, and I fairly flew—leastways!
had it all to myself except the solid dark, and the now-and-then
glares, and the buzzing of the rain, and the thrashing of the
wind, and the splitting of the thunder; and sure as you ar
born I did clip it along !

When I struck the town, I see there warn’t nobody out in
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the storm, so I never hunted for no back streets, but humped
it straight through the main one; and when I begun to get
towards our house I aimed my eye and set.it. No light there ;
the house all dark—which made me feel sorry and disappointed,
I didn’t know why. But at last, just as I was sailing by, flash
comes the light in Mary Jane’s window! and my heart swelled
up sudden, like to bust ; and the same second the house and
all was behind me in' the dark, and wasn’t ever going to be
before me no more in this world. She was the best girl I ever
see, and had the most sand.

The minute I was far enough above the town to see I could
make the tow-head, I begun to look sharp for a boat to borrow ;
and the first time the lightning showed me one that wasn’t
chained, I snatched it and shoved. It was a canoe, and warn’t
fastened with nothing but a rope. The tow-head was a rattling
big distance off, away out there in the middle of the river, but
I didn’t lose no time; and when I struck the raft at last, I
was so fagged I would a just laid down to blow and gasp if I
could afforded it. But I didn’t. AsI sprung aboard I sung out :

~ “Out with you, Jim, and set her loose! Glory be to good-
ness, we’re shut of them ! ”

Jim lit out, and was a coming for me with both arms spread,
he was so full of joy; but when I glimpsed him in the light-
ning, my heart shot up in my mouth, and I went overboard
backwards ; for I forgot he was old King Lear and a drownded
A-rab all in one, and it most scared the livers and lights out of
me. But Jim fished me out, and was going to hug me and
bless me, and so on, he was so glad I was back and we was shut
of the king and the duke, but I says:

¢ Not now—have it for breakfast, have it for breakfa.st'
Cut loose and let her slide ! ” .

So, in two seconds, away we went, a sliding down the
river, and it did seem so good to be free again and all by our-

x2
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selves on the big river and nobody to bother us. I had to skip
around a bit, and jump up and crack my heels a few times, |
couldn’t help it; but about the third crack I noticed a soun |
that I knowed mighty well—and held my breath and listened
and waited—and sure enough, when the next flash busted out

“JIM LET OUT.”

over the water, here they come!—and just a laying to their
cars and making their skiff hum! It was the king and the
duke.

So I wilted right down on to the planks, then, and give up;
and it was all I could do to keep from crying.



Ch&b let X

they got aboard, the

THE KING SHAKES HUCK.

king went for me, and
shook me by the col-
lar, and says:

~ “Tryin’ to give us
the slip, was ye, you
pup! ,Tired of our
company—hey ? ”

I says:

“No, your majes-
ty, we warn’t—please
don’t, your majesty ! ”

% Quick, then, and
tell us what was your
idea, or I'll shake the
insides out o’ you!”

“ Honest, I'll tell
you everything, just as
it happened, your ma-

Jesty. The man that had aholt of me was very good to me,
and kept saying he had a boy about as big as me that died last
year, and he was sorry to see a boy in such a dangerous fix;
and when they was all took by surprise by finding the gold,
and made a rush for the coffin, he lets go of me and whispers,
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¢ Heel it, now, or they’ll hang ye, sure!’ and I lit out. It
didn’t seem no good for me to stay—I couldn’t do nothing, and
I didn’t want to be hung if I could get away. So I never
stopped running till I found the canoe ; and when I got here
I told Jim to hurry, or they’d catch me and hang me yet, and
said I was afeard you and the duke wasn’t alive, now, and I
was awful sorry, and so was Jim, and was awful glad when we
see you coming, you may ask Jim if I didn’t.”

Jim said it was so; and the king told him to shut up,
and said, ¢ Oh, yes, it’s mighty likely!” and shook me up
again, and said he reckoned he’d drownd me. But the duke |
says : {

% Leggo the boy, you old 1cuot' Would you a done any '
different ? Did you inquire around for him, when you got
loose ? I don’t remember it.”

So the king let go of me, and begun to cuss that town and
everybody in it. But the duke says:

“You better a blame sight give yourself a good cussing,
for you’re the one that’s entitled to it most. You hain done
a thing, from the start, that had any sense in it, except coming
out-so cool and cheeky with that imaginary blue-arrow mark.
That was bright—it was right down bully ; and it was the thing
that saved us.. For if it hadn’t been for that, they'd a jailed us
till them Englishmen's baggage come—and then—the peniten-
tiary, you bet! But that trick took ’em to the graveyard, and
the gold done us a still bigger kindness ; for if the excited fools
badn’t let go all holts and made that rush to get a look, we'd a
slept in our cravats to-night—cravats warranted to wear, too—
longer than we’'d need ’em.”

~They was still a minute—thinking—then the king says,
kind of absent-minded like :

- “Mf! And we reckoned the niggers stole it ! ”

- That made me squirm !
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“ Yes,” says the duke, kinder slow, and deliberate, and sar-
castic, ¢ We did.”

After about a half a minute, the king drawls out :

¢« Leastways—I1 did.”

The duke says, the same way :

¢ On the contrary—I did.”

The king kind of ruffles up, and says:

< Looky here, Bilgewater, what’r you referrin’ to ?”

The duke says, pretty brisk :

¢ When it comes to that, maybe you’ll let me ask, what was
you referring to ?”

¢ Shucks ! ” says the king, very sarcastlc 3 “but I don’t know
—maybe you was asleep, and didn’t know what you was
about.”

The duke bristles right up now, and says :

¢ Oh, let up on this cussed nonsense—do you take me for a
blame’ fool? Don’t you reckon I know who hid that money in
that coffin ? ” ,

¢ Yes, sir! I know you do know—because you done it
yourself!”

“It’s a lie! >—and the duke went for him. The king sings
out:

“Take y'r hands off '—-leggo my throat!—I take it all
back !”

The duke says :

« Well, you just own up, first, that you did hide that money
there, intending to give me the slip one of these days, and come
back and dig it up, and have it all to yourself.”

“Wait jest a minute, duke—answer me this one question,
honest and fair ; if you didn’t put the money there, say it, and
I’ll blieve you, and take back everything I said.”

“You old scoundrel, I didn’t, and you know I dldn’t There,
now !”



312 THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

“ Well, then, I blieve you. But answer me only jest this
one more—now don’t git mad ; didn’t you have it in your mind
to hook the money and hide it ?”

The duke never said nothing for a little bit ; then he says:

“Well—I don’t care if I did, I didn’t do it anyway. But
you not only had it in mind to do it, but you done it.”

“I wisht I may never die if I done it, duke, and that's
honest. I won’t say I warn’t goin’ to do it, because I was;
but you—I mean somebody—got in ahead o’ me.”

THE DUKE WENT FOR HIM.

“It'salie! You done it, and you got to say you done it,

99

or:

The king begun to gurgle, and then he gasps out:

’Nough !'—TI own up !”

I was very glad to hear him say that, it made me feel much
more easier than what I was feeling before. So the duke took
his hands off, and says: :

“If you ever deny it again, I'll drown you. It’s well for
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you to set there and blubber like a baby—it’s fitten for you,
after the way you've acted. I never see such an old ostrich for
wanting to gobble everything—and I a trusting you all the time,
like you was my own father. You ought to been ashamed of
yourself to stand by and hear it saddled on to a lot of poor
niggers and you never say a word for ’em. It makes me feel
ridiculous to think I was soft enough to believe that rubbage.
Cuss you, I can see, now, why you was so anxious to make up
the deffesit—you wanted to get what money I'd got out of the
Nonesuch, and one thing or another, and scoop it all!”

The king says, timid, and still a snuffling :

“ Why, duke, it was you that said make up the deffersit, it
warn’t me.”

“Dry up! I don’t want to hear no more out of you!” says
the duke. “And mow you see what you got by it. They've
got all their own money back, and all of ourn but a shekel or
two, besides. G’long to -bed—and don’t you deffersit me no
more deffersits, long ’s you live ! ”

So the king sneaked into the wigwam, and took to his bottle
for comfort ; and before long the duke tackled his bottle ; and
s0 in about a half an hour they was as thick as thieves again,
and the tighter they got, the lovinger they got; and went off
a snoring in each other’s arms. They both got powerful mellow,
but I noticed the king didn’t get mellow enough to forget to
remember to not deny about hiding the money-bag again. That
made me feel easy and satisfied. Of course when they got to
snoring, we had a long gabble, and I told Jim everything.
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SPANISH MOSS. reckoned they was out
of danger, and they begun to work the villages again.

First they done a lecture on temperance ; but they didn’t
make enough for them both to get drunk on. Then in another
village they started a dancing school ; but they didn’t know no
more how to dance than a kangaroo does; so the first prance
they made, the general public jumped in and pranced them out

\
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of town. Another time they tried a go at yellocution ; but they
didn’t yellocute long till the audience got up and give them a
solid good cussing and made them skip out. They tackled
missionarying, and mesmerisering, and doctoring, and telling
fortunes, and a little of everything ; but they couldn’t seem to
have no luck. So at last they got just about dead broke, and
laid around the raft, as she floated along, thinking, and thinking,
and never saying nothing, by the half a day at a time, and
dreadful blue and desperate.

And at last they took a change, and begun to lay their heads
together in the wigwam and talk low and confidential two or
three hours at a time. Jim and me got uneasy. We didn’t
like the look of it. We judged they was studying up some
kind of worse deviltry than ever. We turned it over and over,
and at last we made up our minds they was going to break into
somebody’s house or store, or was going into the counterfeit-
money business, or something. So then we was pretty scared,
and made up an agreement that we wouldn’t have nothing in
the world to do with such actions, and if we ever got the least
show we would give them the cold shake, and clear out and
leave them behind. Well, early one morning we hid the raft
in a good safe place about two mile below a little bit of a shabby
village, named Pikesville, and the king he went ashore, and
told us all to stay hid whilst he went up to town and smelt
around to see if anybody had got any wind of the Royal None-
such there yet. (“House to rob, you mean,” says I to myself;
“and when you get through robbing it you'll come back here and
wonder what’s become of me and Jim and the raft—and you’ll
bave to take it out in wondering.”) And he said if he warn’t
back by midday, the duke and me would know it was all right,
and we was to come along.

So we staid where we was. The duke he fretted and sweated
around, and was in a mighty sour way. He scolded us for every-
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thing, and we couldn’t seem to do mothing right ; he found
fault with every little thing. Something was a-brewing sure.
I was good and glad when midday come and no king ; we could
have a change, anyway—and maybe a chance for the change,
on top of it. So me and the duke went up to the village, and
hunted around there for the king, and by-and-by we found him
in the back room of a little low doggery, very tight, and a lot
of loafers bullyragging him for sport, and he a cussing and
threatening with all his might, and so tight he couldn’t walk,
and couldn’t do nothing to them. The duke he begun to abuse |
him for an old fool, and the king begun to sass back ; and the
minute they was fairly at it, I lit out, and shook the reefs out
of my hind legs, and spun down the river road like a deer—for
I see our chance ; and I made up my mind that it wouid be a ‘
long day before they ever see me and Jim again. I got dovn |
there all out of breath but loaded up with joy, and sung out—

¢ Set her loose, Jim, we’re all right, now!” ‘

But there warn’t no answer, and nobody come out of the
wigwam. Jim was gone! I set upa shout—and then another

.—and then another one; and run this way and that in the

woods, whooping and screeching; but it warn’t no use—old Jim
was gone. Then I set down and cried ; I couldn’t help it. But
I couldn’t set still long. Pretty soon I went out on the road,
trying to think what I better do, and I run across a boy
walking, and asked him if he'd seen a strange nigger, dressed
so and so, and he says:

“Yes.”

¢ Wherebouts ? ” says I.

“Down to Silas Phelps’ place, two mile below here. He’
a runaway nigger, and they’ve got him. Was you looking for
him?”

“You bet I ain’t. I run across him in the woods about an
hour or two ago, and he said if I hollered he’d cut my livers ont
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—and told me to lay down and stay where I was; and I done
it. Been there ever since ; afeard to come out.”

“ Well,” he says, “you needn’t be afeard no more, becuz
they’ve got him. He run off f’'m down South, som’ers.”

“ WHO NAILED HIM!"”

“It’s a good job they got him.”

« Well, I reckon! There’s two hunderd dollars reward on
him. It’s like picking up money out’n the road.”

“Yes, it is—and I could a had it if I'd been big enough; I
see him first. Who nailed him?”
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“It was an old fellow—a stranger—and he sold out his
chance in him for forty dollars, becuz he’s got to go up the river
and can’t wait. Think o’ that, now! -You bet I’d wait, if it
was seven year.” : : : :

“ That’s me, every time,” says I. ¢ But maybe his chance
ain’t worth no more than that, if he’ll sell it so cheap. Maybe
there’s something ain’t straight about it.”

 But it 48, though—straight as a string. I see the hand-
bill myself. It tells all about him, toa dot—paints him like a
picture, and tells the plantation he’s frum, below Newrleans.
No-sirree-bob, they ain’t no trouble ’bout that speculation, you
bet you. Say, gimme a chaw tobacker, won’t ye?”

I didn’t have none, so he left. I went to the raft, and set
down in the wigwam to think. But I couldn’t come to nothing.
I thought till I wore my head sore, but I couldn’t see no way
out of the trouble. After all this long journey, and after all
we’d done for them scoundrels, here was it all come to nothing,
everything all busted up and ruined, because they could have
the heart to serve Jim such a trick as that, and make him a
slave again all his life, and amongst strangers, too, for forty dirty
dollars.

Once I said to myself it would be a thousand times better
for Jim to be a slave at home where his family was, as long as
he’d got to be a slave, and so I'd better write a letter to Tom
Sawyer, and tell him: to tell Miss Watson where he was. But
I soon give up that notion, for two things: she’d be mad and
disgusted at his rascality and ungratefulness for leaving her,
and so she’d sell him straight down the river again ; and if she
didn’t, everybody naturally despises an ungrateful nigger, and
they’d make Jim feel it all the time, and so he’d feel ornery
and disgraced. And then think of me! It would get all
around that Huck Finn helped a nigger to get his freedom ;
and if I was to ever see anybody from that town again, I'd be
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ready to get down and lick his boots for shame. That’s just
the way ; a person does a low-down thing, and then he don’t
want to take no consequences of it. Thinks as long as he can
hide it, it ain’t no disgrace. That was my fix exactly. The
more I studied about this, the more my conscience went to
grinding me, and the more wicked and low-down and ornery I
got to feeling. And at last, when it hit me all of a sudden
that here was the plain hand of Providence slapping me in the
face and letting me know my wickedness was being watched all
the time from up there in heaven, whilst I was stealing a poor
old woman’s nigger that hadn’t ever done me no harm, and now
was showing me there’s One that’s always on the look-out, and
ain't agoing to allow no such miserable doings to go only just
so fur and no further, I most dropped in my tracks I was so
scared. Well, I tried the best I could to kinder soften it up
somehow for myself, by saying I was brung up wicked, and so
[ warn’t so much to blame ; but something inside of me kept
saying, ¢ There was the Sunday-school, you could a gone to it ;
and if you’d a done it they’d a learnt you, there, that people that
actsas I'd been acting about that nigger goes to everlasting fire.”

It made me shiver. And I about made up my mind to pray ;
and see if I couldn’t try to quit being the kind of a boy I was,
and be better. So I kneeled down. But the words wouldn’t
come, Why wouldn’t they? It warn’t no use to try and hide
it from Him. Nor from me, neither. I knowed very well why
they wouldn’t come. It was because my heart warn't right;
1t was because I warn’t square ; it was because 1 was playing
double, I was letting on to give up sin, but away inside of me
I was holding on to the biggest one of all. I was trying to
make my mouth say I would do the right thing and the clean
thing, and go and write to that nigger’s owner and tell where he
was; but deep down in me I knowed it was a lie—and He
knowed it. You can’t pray a lie—I found that out.
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So I was full of trouble, full as I could be ; and didn’t know
what to do. At last I had an idea; and I says, I'll go and
write the letter—and then see if I can pray” Why, it was

THINKING.

astonishing, the way I felt as light as a feather, right straight
off, and my troubles all gone. So I got a piece of paper and a
pencil, all glad and excited,and set down and wrote :

Miss Watson your runaway nigger Jim is down here two mile below Pikes-
ville and Mr. Phelps has got him and he will give him up for the reward if
you send. Huck FINN,

I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the first time I
had ever felt so in my life, and I knowed I could pray now.
But I didn’t do it straight off, but laid the paper down and set




OLD RECOLLECTIONS. 321

there thinking—thinking how good it was all this happened so,
and how near I come to being lost and going to hell. And
went on thinking. And got to thinking over our trip down
the river; and I see Jim before me, all the time, in the day,
and in the night-time, sometimes moonlight, sometimes storms,
and we a floating along, talking, and singing, and laughing.
But somehow I couldn’t seem to strike no places to harden me
against him, but only the other kind. I'd see him standing
my watch on top of his'n, stead of calling me, so I could go on
sleeping ; and see him how glad he was when I come back out
of the fog; and when I come to him again in the swamp, up
there where the feud was; and such-like times; and would
always call me honey, and pet me, and do everything he could
think of for me, and how good he always was; and at last I
struck the time I saved him by telling the men we had small-
pox aboard, and he was so grateful, aud said I was the best
friend old Jim ever had in the world, and the only one he's
got now ; and then I happened to look around, and see that
Ppaper.

It was a close place. I took it up, and held it in my hand.
I was a trembling, because I'd got to decide, for ever, betwixt
two things, and I knowed it. I studied a minute, sort of hold-
ing my breath, and then says to myself:

< All right, then, I'll go to hell”—and tore it up.

It was awful thoughts, and awful words, but they was said.
And I let them stay said ; and never thought no more about
reforming. I shoved the-whole thing out of my head; and
said I would take up wickedness again, which was in my line,
being brung up to it, and the other warn’t. And for a starter,
I would go to work and steal Jim out of slavery again; and if
I could think up anything worse, I would do that, too; because
as long as I was in, and in for good, I might as well go the

whole hog.
Y
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Then I set to thinking over how to get at it, and turned
over considerable many ways in my mind ; and at last fixed up
a plan that suited me. So then I took the bearings of a woody
island that was down the river a piece, and as soon as it was
fairly dark I crept out with my raft and went for it, and hid it
there, and then turned in. I slept the night through, and got
up before it was light, and had my breakfast, and put on my
store clothes,and tied up some others and one thing or another
in a bundle, and took the canoe and cleared for shore. I landed
below where I judged was Phelps’ place, and hid my bundle in
the woods, and then filled up the canoe with water, and loaded
rocks into her and sunk her where I could find her again when
I wanted her, about a quarter of a mile below a little steam
sawmill that was on the bank.

Then I struck up the road, and when I passed the mill ]
see a sign on it, “ Phelps’ Sawmill,” and when I come to the
farm-houses, two or three hundred yards further along, I kept
my eyes peeled, but didn’t see nobody around, though it was
good daylight, now. But I didn’t mind, because I didn’t want
to see nobody just yet—I only wanted to get the lay of the
land. According to my plan, I was going to turn up there
from the village, not “from below. So I just took a look, and
shoved along, straight for town. Well, the very first man I see,
~ when I got there, was the duke. He was sticking up a bill
for the Royal Nonesuch—three-night performance—like that
other time. They had the cheek, them frauds! I was right
on him, before I could shirk. He looked astonished, and says:

“Hel-lo/ Wher'd you come from?” Then he says, kind
of glad and eager, “ Where’s the raft?>—got her in a good
place?”

I says: :

“Why, that’s just what I was agoing to ask your grace.”

Then he didn’t look so joyful—and says :
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“ What was your idea for asking me?” he says.

“Well,” I says, “ when I see the king in that doggery yes-
terday, I says to myself, we can’t get himm home for hours, till
he’s soberer ; so I went a loafing around town to put in the
time, and wait. A man up and offered me ten cents to help
him pull a skiff over the river and back to fetch a sheep, and
so I went along; but when we was dragging him to the boat,
and the man left me aholt of the rope and went behind him to
shove him along, he was too strong for me, and jerked loose
and run, and we after him. We didn’t have no dog, and so we
had to chiase him all over the country till we tired him out. We
never got him till dark, then we fetched him over, and I started
down for the raft. When I got there and see it was gone, I
says to myrelf, ¢ they’ve got into trouble and had to leave ; and
they’ve took my nigger, which is the only nigger I've got in
the world, and now I'm in a strange country, and ain’t got no
property no more, nor nothing, and no way to make my living ;’
so I set down and cried. I slept in the woods all night. Bat
what did become of the raft then ?—and Jim, poor Jim!”

“Blamed if I know—that is, what’s become of the raft.
That old fool had made a trade and got forty dollars, and when
we found him in the doggery the loafrs had matched half
dollars with him and got every cent but what he’d spent for
whisky ; and when I got him home late last night and found
the raft gone, we said, ¢ That little rascal has stole our raft and
shook us, and run off down the river.””

I wouldn’t shake my nigger, would I ?—the only nigger I
had in the world, and the only property.”

¢« We never thought of that. Fact is, I reckon we’d come
to consider him our nigger; yes, we did consider him so
—goodness knows we had trouble enough for him. So when
we see the raft was gone, and we flat broke, there warn’t any-

thing for it but to try the Royal Nonesuch another shake. And
Y 2
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I've pegged along ever since, dry as a powder-horn. Where’s that
ten cents ? Give it here.”

I had considerable money, so I give him ten cents, but
begged him to spend it for something to eat,and give me some,
because it was all the money I had, and I hadn’t had nothing

ROYAL 3 ~
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HE GAVE HIM TEN CENTS.

to eat since yesterday. He never said nothing. The nest
minute he whirls on me and says:

"“Do you reckon that nigger would blow on us? Wel
skin him if he done that!”

¢“ How can he blow? Hain’t he run off ? ”
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“No! That old fool sold him, and never divided with me,
and the money’s gone.”

“Sold him?” I says, and begun to cry; “why, he was
my nigger, and that was my money. Where is he ?—I want
my nigger.”

“ Well, you can’t get your nigger, that’s all—so dry up your
blubbering. Looky here—do you think you'd venture to blow
on us? Blamed if I think I'd trust you. Why, if you was to
blow on us—"

He stopped, but I never see the duke look so ugly out of
his eyes before. I went on a-whimpering, and says:

“I don’t want to blow on nobody ; and.I ain’t got no time
to blow, nohow. I got to turn out and find my nigger.”

He looked kinder bothered, and stood there with his bills
fluttering on his arm, thinking, and wrinkling up his forehead.
At last he says:

“Tll tell you something. We got to be here three days.
If you’ll promise you won’t blow, and won’t let the nigger blow,
I'll tell you where to find him.”

So I promised, and he says:

“A farmer by the name of Silas Ph ” and then he
stopped. You see he started to tell me the truth ; but when
he stopped, that way, and begun to study and think again, 1
reckoned he was changing his mind. And so he was. He
wouldn’t trust me ; he wanted to make sure of having me out
of the way the whole three days. So pretty soon he says:
¢ The man that bought him is named Abram Foster—Abram
G. Foster—and he lives forty mile back here in the country, on
the road to Lafayette.”

¢ All right,” I says, “I can walk it in three days. Aand I'll
start this very afternoon.”

“No you won’t, you'll start now; and don’t you lose any
time about it, neither, nor do any gabbling by the way. Just
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keep a tight tongue in your head and move right along, and
then you won’t get into trouble with us, d’ye hear?”

That was the order I wanted, and that was the one I played
for. I wanted to be left free to work my plans.

“So clear out,” he says; “and you can tell Mr. Foster
whatever you want to. Maybe you can get him to believe that
Jim 4s your nigger—some idiots don’t require documents—

STRIKING FOR THE BACK COUNTRY.

leastways I've heard there’s such down South here. And when
you tell him the handbill and the reward’s bogus, maybe he'l
believe you when you explain to him what the idea was for
getting ’em out. Go ’long, now, and tell him anything you
want to; but mind you don’t work your jaw any befween here
and there.”

So I left, and struck for the back country. I didn’t look
around, but I kinder felt like he was watching me. But I
knowed I could tire him out at that. I went straight out in
the country as much as a mile, before I stopped ; then I doubled
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back through the woods towards Phelps’. I reckoned I better
start iz on my plan straight off, without fooling arcund, because
I wanted to stop Jim’s mouth till these fellows could get away.
I didn’t want no trouble with their kind. I'd seen all I wanted
to of them, and wanted to get entirely shut of them.



Chapter XXX
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STILL AND SUNDAY-LIKE.

I got there it was all
still and Sunday - like,
and hot and sunshiny
—the hands was gone
to the fields; and there
was them kind of faint
dronings of bugs and
flies in the air that
makes it seem so lone-
some and like every-
body’s dead and gone;
and if a breeze fans along
and quivers the leaves,
it makes you feel mourn-
ful, because you feel like
it’s spirits whispering—
spirits that’s been dead
ever so many years—

and you always think they'’re talking about you. Asa general
thing it makes a body wish ke was dead, too, and done with it all.
Phelps’ was one of these little one-horse cotton plantations;
and they all look alike. A rail fence round a two-acre yard;
a stile, made out of logs sawed off and up-ended, in steps, like
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barrels of a different length, to climb over the fence with, and
for the women to stand on when they are going to jump onto a
horse ; some sickly grass-patches in the big yard, but mostly it
was bare and smooth, like an old hat with the nap rubbed off ;
big double log house for the white folks—hewed logs, with the
chinks stopped up with mud or mortar, and these mud-stripes
been whitewashed some time or another ; round-log kitchen,
with a big broad, open but roofed passage joining it to the
house ; log smoke-house back of the kitchen ; three ilittle log
nigger-cabins in a row t’other side the smoke-house ; one little
‘hut all by itself away down against the back fence, and some
outbuildings down a piece the other side ; ash-hopper, and big
kettle to bile soap in, by the little hut ; bench by the kitchen
door, with bucket of water and a gourd ; hound asleep there, in
the sun ; more hounds asleep, round about ; about three shade-
trees away off in a corner ; some currant bushes and gooseberry
bushes in one place by the fence ; outside of the fence a garden
and a water-melon patch ; then the cotton fields begins; and
after the fields, the woods.

I went around and clumb over the- back stile by the ash-
hopper, and started for the kitchen. When I got a little ways,
[ 'heard the dim hum of a spinning-wheel wailing along up and
sinking along down again; and then I knowed for certain I
wished I was dead—for that is the lonesomest sound in the
whole world.

I went right along, not fixing up any particular plan, but
just trusting to Providence to put the right words in my mouth
when the time come; for I'd noticed that Providence always
did put the right words in my mouth, if I left it alone.

When I got half-way, first one hound and then another got
up and went for me, and of course I stopped and faced them,
and kept still. And such another pow-wow as they made! In
a quarter of a minute I was a kind of a hub of a wheel, as you
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may say—spokes made out of dogs—ecircle of fifteen of them
packed together around me, with their necks and noses stretched
up towards me, a barking and howling ; and more a coming;
you could see them sailing over fences and around corners from
everywheres,

A nigger woman come tearing out of the kichen with a
rolling-pin in her hand, singing out, ¢ Begone ! you Tige! you
Spot ! begone, sah ! ” and she fetched first one and then another
of them a clip and sent him howling, and then the rest followed;
and the next second, half of them come back, wagging their
tails around me and making friends with me. There ain’t no
harm in a hound, nohow.

And behind the woman comes a little nigger girl and two
little nigger boys, without anything on but tow-linen shirts,
and they hung on to their mother’s gown, and peeped out from
behind her at me, bashful, the way they always do. And here
comes the white woman running from the house, about forty-
five or fifty year old, bareheaded, and her spinning-stick in her
hand ; and behind her comes her little white children, acting
the same way the little niggers was doing. She was smiling
all over so she could hardly stand—and says:

“ It’s you, at last !—ain’t it ?

I out with a ¢ Yes’m,” before I thought.

She grabbed me and hugged me tight; and then gripped
me by both hands and shook and shook ; and the tears come
in her eyes, and run down over ; and shg couldn’t seem to hug
and shake enough, and kept saying, ¢ You don’t look as much
like your mother as I reckoned you would, but law sakes, ]
don’t care for that, I'm so glad to see you! Dear, dear it
does seem like I could eat you up! Childern, it’s your Cousin
Tom !—tell him howdy.”

But they ducked their heads, and put their fingers in their
mouths, and hid behind her. So she run on:
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¢ Lize, hurry up and get him a hot breakfast, right away—
or did you get your breakfast on the boat ? ”

I said I had got it on the boat. So then she started for
the house, leading me by the hand, and the children tagging
after. When we got there, she set me down in a split-bottomed
chair, and set herself down on a little low stool in front of me,
holding both of my hands, and says:

SHE HUGGED HIM TIGHT.

“Now I can have a good look at you; and laws-a-me, I've
been hungry for it a many and a many a time, all these long
years, and it’s come at last! We been expecting you a couple
of days and more. What’s kep’ you ?—boat get aground ? ”

“Yes'm—she —-”
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“Don’t say yes'm—say Aunt Sally. Where'd she get
aground ? ”

I dido’t rightly know what to say, because I didn’t know
- whether the boat would be coming up the river or down. But
I go a good deal on instinct ; and my instinet said she would
be coming up—from down towards Orleans. That didn’t help
me much, though; for I didn’t know the names of bars down
that way. I see I'd got to invent a bar, or forget the name of
the one we got aground on—or— Now I struck an idea, and
fetched it out: '

“It warn't the grounding—that didn’t keep us back buta
little. We blowed out a cylinder-head.”

“ Good gracious! anybody hurt?”

“No'm. Killed a nigger.”

“Well, it’s lucky ; because sometimes people do get hurt.
Two years ago last Christmas, your Uncle Silas was coming up
from Newrleans on the old Lally Rook, and she blowed out a |
cylinder-head and crippled a man. And I think he died after-
wards. He was a Babtist. Your Uncle Silas knowed a family
in Baton Rouge that knowed his people very well. Yes, I re-
member, now he did die. Mortification set in, and they had
to amputate him. But it didn’t save him. Yes, it was morti-
fication—that was it. He turned blue all over, and died it
the hope of a glorious resurrection. They say he was a sight
to look at. Your uncle’s been up to the town every day to fetch
you. And he’s gone again, not more’n an hour ago: hell b
back any minute, now. You must a met him on the road,
didn’t you ?—oldish man, with a——"

“No, I didn’t see nobody, Aunt Sally. The boat landel
just at daylight, and I left my baggage on the wharf-boat and
went looking around the town and out a piece in the country;
to put in the time and not get here too soon ; and so I come
down the back way.”
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“Who'd you give the baggage to?”

¢ Nobody.’

“ Why, child, it'll be stole!”

“ Not where I hid it I reckon it won’t,” I says.

“How'd you get your breakfast so early on the boat ?”

It was kinder thin ice, but I says:

“The captain see me standing around, and told me I better
have something to eat before I went ashore ; so he took me in
the texas to the officers’ lunch, and give me all I wanted.”

I was getting so uneasy I couldn’t listen good. I had my
mind on the children all the time ; I wanted to get them out
to one side, and pump them a little, and find out who I was.
But I couldn’t get no show, Mrs. Phelps kept it up and run on
so. Pretty soon she made the cold chills streak all down my
back, because she says:

¢ But here we’re a running on this way, and you hain’t told
me a word about Sis, nor any of them. Now I'll rest my works
a little, and you start up yourn; just tell me everything—tell
me all about 'm all—every one of 'm; and how they are, and
what they’re doing, and what they told you to tell me; and
every last thing you can think of.”

Well, I see I was up a stump—and up it good. Providence
had stood by me this fur, all right,.but I was hard and tight
aground, now. I see it warn't a bit of use to try to go ahead
—1I'd got to throw up my hand. So I says to myself, here’s
another place where I got to resk the truth. I opened my
mouth to begin ; but she grabbed me and hustled me in behind
the bed, and says:

“Here he comes! stick your head down lower—there,
that’ll do; you can’t be seen, now. Don’t you let on you're
here. T’ll play a joke on him. Childern, don’t you say a
word.”

I see I was in a fix, now. But it warn’t no use to WOITY 3
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there warn’t nothing to do but just hold still, and try and be
ready to stand from under when the lightning struck.

I had just one little glimpse of the old gentleman when he
come in, then the bed hid him. Mrs. Phelps she jumps for
him and says:

‘ Has he come ? ”

¢ No,” says her husband.

“ Grood-ness gracious!”
have become of him ? ”

“] can’t imagine,” says the old gentleman ; “and I must
say, it makes me dreadful uneasy.”

« Uneasy !” she says, “I'm ready to go distracted! He
must a come ; and you've mlssed him along the road I know
it’s so—something tells me so.’ |

«“Why Sally, I couldn’t miss him along the road—you
know that.”

“ But oh, dear, dear, what will Sis say! He must a come!
You must a missed him. He——"

¢ Oh, don’t distress me any more’'n I'm already distressed.
I don’t know what in the world to make of it. I'm at my wit’s
end, and I don’t mind acknowledging ’t I'm right down scared.
But there’s no hope that’s he come ! for he couldn’t come and
me miss him. Sally, it’s terrible—just terrible—something’s
happened to the boat, sure!”

“Why, Silas! Look yonder !—up the road !—ain’t that
somebody coming ? ”

He sprung to the window at the head of the bed, and that
give Mrs. Phelps the chance she wanted. She stooped down
quick, at the foot of the bed, and give me a pull, and out I
come; and when he turned back from the window, there she
stood, a-beaming and a-smiling like a house afire, and I stand-
ing pretty meek and sweaty alongside. The old gentleman
stared, and says:

she says, “ what in the world can
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“ Why, who’s that ? ”

“ Who do you reckon 't is? s?”

«T hain’t no idea. Who ¢sit?”

“It’s Tom Sawyer!”

By jings, I most slumped though the floor. But there

“ WHO DO YOU RECKON 'T 180"

warn’t no time to swap knives ; the old man grabbed me by the
hand and shook, and kept on shaking; and all the time, how
the woman did dance around and laugh and cry ; and then how
they both did fire off questions about Sid, and Mary, and the
rest of the tribe. :
But if they was joyful, it warn’t nothing to what I was; for
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it was like being born again, I was so glad to find out who I
was. Well, they froze to me for two hours; and at last when
my chin was so tired it couldn’t hardly go, any more, I had told
them more about my family—I mean the Sawyer family—than
ever happened to any six Sawyer families. And I explained all
about how we Dblowed out a cylinder-head at the mouth of
White River and it took us three days to fix it. Which was all
right, and worked first rate; because they didn’t know but
what it would take three days to fixit. If I'd a calledita
bolt-head it would a done just as well.

Now I was feeling pretty comfortable all down one side,
and pretty uncomfortable all up the other. Being Tom Sawyer
was easy and comfortable ; and it stayed easy and comfortable
till by-and-by I hear a steamboat coughing along down the
river—then I says to myself, s’pose Tom Sawyer come down on
that boat ?—and s’pose he steps in here, any minute, and sings
but my name before I can throw him a wink to keep quiet?
Well, I couldn’t have it that way—it wouldn’t do at all. I
must go up the road and waylay him. So I told the folksI
reckoned I would go up to the town and fetech down my bag-
gage. The old gentleman was for going along with me, but I
said no, I could drive the horse myself, and I druther he
wouldn’t take no trouble about me.
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“IT WAS TOM SAWYER.”

I says:

0 I started for town, in the

wagon, and when I was
half-way I see a wagon
coming, and sure enough
it was Tom Sawyer, and I
stopped and waited till he
come along. I says, “Hold
on!” and it stopped along-
side, and his mouth opened
like a trunk, and staid so;
and he swallowed two or
three times like a person
that’s got a dry throat, and
then says:

“I hain’t ever done
you no harm. You know
that. So, then, what you
wan't to come back and
ha’nt me for ?”

“I hain’t come back—1I hain’t been gone.”
When he heard my voice, it righted him up some, but he

wam't quite satisfied yet.
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“Don’t you play nothing on me, because I wouldn’t on you:
Honest injun, now, you ain’t a ghost? ”

“ Honest injun, I ain’t,” I says.

¢« Well—I—I—well, that ought to settle it, of course; but
I can’t somehow seem to understand it, no way. Looky here,
warn’t you ever murdered at all?”

“No. I warn’t ever murdered at all—I played it on them,
You come in here and feel of me if you don’t believe me.”

So he done it, and it satisfied him ; and he was that glad to
see me again, he didn’t know what to do. And he wanted to
know all about it right off ; because it was a grand adventure,
and mysterious, and so it hit him where he lived. But I said
leave it alorte till by-and-by ; and told his driver to wait,an
we drove off a little piece, and I told him the kind of a fixIwas
in, and what did he reckon we better do? He said, let hi
alone a minute, and don’t disturb him. So he thought and
thought, and pretty soon he says:

“It’s all right, I've got it. Take my trunk in your wagon,
and let on it’s your'n; and you turn back and fool along slow,
so as to get to the house about the time you ought to; and Il
go towards town a piece, and take a fresh start, and get theres
quarter or a half an hour after you; and you needn’t let ont
know me, at first.”

Isays:

“All right ; but wait a minute. There’s one more thing—

" a thing that nobody don’t know but me. And that is, theres
a nigger here that I'm a trying to steal out of slavery—and h#
name is Jim—old Miss Watson’s .Jim.”

He says:

“What! Why Jim is ?

He stopped, and went to studying. I says:

“I know what youlll say. You'll say it’s dirty low-down
business ; but what if it is >—7"m low down ; and I'm agoing
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to steal him, and I want you to keep mum and not let on. Will
you?”

His eye lit up, and he says:

“T'll help you steal him!”

Well, I let go all holts then, like I was shot. It was the
most astonishing speech I ever heard—and I'm hound to say
Tom Sawyer fell, considerable, in my estimation. Only I
couldn’t believe it. Tom Sawyer a nigger stealer !

“(Qh, shucks,” I says, “ you're joking.”

“I ain’t joking, either.”

“Well, then,” I says, joking or no joking, if you hear any-
thing said about a runaway nigger, don’t forget to remember
that you don’t know nothing about him, and I don’t know
nothing about him.”

Then we took the trunk and put it in my wagon, and he
drove off his way, and I drove mine. But of course I forgot all
about driving slow, on accounts of being glad and full of think-
ing; so I got home a heap too quick for that length of a trip.
The old gentleman was at the door, and he says:

“Why, this is wonderful. Who ever would have thought it
¥as in that mare to do it. I wish we’'d a timed her. And she
hain't sweated a hair—not a hair. It’s wonderful. Why, I
wouldn’t take a hunderd dollars for that horse now ; I wouldn’t,
honest ; and yet I'd a sold her for fifteen before, and thought
t'was all she was worth.”

That’s all he said. He was the innocentest, best old soul I
wver see, But it warn’t surprising ; because he warn’t only just
a farmer, he was a preacher, too, and had a little one-horse log
church down back of the plantation, which he built it himself at
bis own expense, for a church and school-house, and mnever
charged nothing for his preaching, and it was worth it, too.
There was plenty other farmer-preachers like that, and done
the same way, down Seuth.

z2
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In about half an hour Tom’s wagon drove up to the front
stil2, and Aunt Sally she see it through the window because it
was only about fifty yards, and says :

“ Why, there’s somebody come! I wonder who’tis? Why,
Idobelieve it’sastranger. Jimmy ”(that’s one of the children),
“run and tell Lize to put on another plate for dinner.”.

Everybody made a rush for the front door, because, of course,
a stranger don’t come every year, and so he lays over the yaller
fever, for interest, when he does come. Tom was over the stile
and starting for the house; the wagon was spinning up the
road for the village, and we was all bunched in the front door.
Tom had his store clothes on, and an audience—and that was
always nuts for Tom Sawyer. In them circumstances it wam'
no trouble to him to throw in an amount of style that was suit-
able. He warn’t a boy to meeky along up that yard like a
sheep ; no, he come calm and important, like the ram. Whenhe|
got afront of us, he lifts his hat ever so gracious and dainty,
like it was the lid of a box that had butterflies asleep in it, and
he didn’t want to disturb them, and says:

¢ Mr. Archibald Nichols, I presume ? ”

“No, my boy,” says the old gentleman, “I’m sorry to sar
't your driver has deceived you; Nichols’s place is down 3
matter of three mile more. Come in, come in.”

Tom he took a look back over his shoulder, and says, «To
late—he’s out of sight.”

“Yes, he’s gone, my son, and you must come in and eat|
your dinner with us; and then we’ll hitch up and take you
down to Nichols’s.” ‘

“Oh, I can’t make you so much trouble, I couldn’t think of
it. I’ll walk—I don’t mind the distance.” ‘

“But we won't let you walk—it wouldn’t be Southern
hospitality to do it. Come right in.”

¢ Oh, do,” says Aunt Sally; “it ain’t a bit of trouble to us,
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not a bit in the world. You must stay. It’s a long, dusty
three mile, and we can’t let you walk. And besides, I've
already told ’em to put on another plate, when I see you
coming ; so you mustn’t disappoint us. Come right in, and make
yourself at home.”

So Tom he thanked them very hearty and handsome, and

¢ MR, ARCHIBALD NICHOLS, I PRESUME?”

let himself be persuaded, and come in ; and when he was in, he
said he was a stranger from Hicksville, Ohio, and his name was
William Thompson—and he made another bow.

Well, he run on, and on, and on, making up stuff about
Hicksville and everybody in it he could invent, and I getting a
little nervious, and wondering how this was going to help me
out of my scrape; and at last, still talking along, he reached
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overand kissed Aunt Sally right on the mouth, and then settled
back again in his chair, comfortable, and was going on talking;
but she jumped up and wiped it off with the back of her hand,
and says:

“You owdacious puppy!”

He looked kind of hurt, and says:

“I'm surprised at you, m’am.”

“You're srp— Why, what do you reckon I am? Ivea
good notion to take and—-say, what do you mean by kissing
me ?”

He looked kind of humble, and says :

“T didn’t mean nothing, m’am. Ididn't mean no harm. I
—I—thought you'd like it.”

“ Why, you born fool!” She took up the spinning-stick,
and it looked like it was all she could do to keep from giving
him a crack with it. - What made you think I’d like it ?”

“Well, I don’t know. Only, they—they—told me you
would.”

“ They told you I would. Whoever told you ’s another
lunatic. Inever heard the beat of it. Who's they?”

“ Why—everybody. They all said so, m’am.”

- It was all she could do to hold in; and her eyes snapped,
and her fingers worked like she wanted to scratch him ; and
she says:

“ Who’s ¢ everybody?’ Out with their names—or therll
be an idiot short.”

He got up and looked distressed, and fumbled his hat, and
says :

“I’'m sorry, and I warn’t expecting it. They told me to.
They all told me to. They all said kiss her; and said shell
like it. They all said it—every one of them. But I'm sory,
ma’m, and I won’t do it uo more—I won’t, honest.”

“You won't, won’t you? Well, I sh’d reckon you won't:"
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“ No’m, I'm honest about it ; I won’t ever do it again, Till
you ask me.”

“Till I ask you! Well, I never see the beat of it in my
born days! I lay you’ll be the Methusalem-numskull of crea-
tion before ever I ask you—or the likes of you.”

“ Well,” he says, “ it does surprise me so. I can’t make it
out, somehow. They said you would, and I thought you
would. But—" He stopped and looked around slow, like he
wished he could run across a friendly eye, somewhere’s ; and
fetched up on the old gentleman’s, and says, *“Didn’t you think
she’d like me to kiss her, sir ?”

¢“ Why, no, I—I—well, no, I blieve I didn’t.”

Then he looks on around, the same way, to me—and says:

“Tom, didn’t yow think Aunt Sally ’d open out her arms
and say, ¢ Sid Sawyer——'’

“My land !” she says, breaking in and jumping for him,
“you impudent young rascal, to fool a body so—-" and was
going to hug him, but he fended her off, and says:

¢ No, not till you've asked me, first.”

So she didn’t lose no time, but asked him; and hugged him
and kissed him, over and over again, and then turned him over
to the old man, aud he took what was left. And after they got
a little quiet again, she says: :

“Why, dear me, T never see such a surprise. We warn’t
looking for you, at all, but only Tomn. Sis never wrote to me
about anybody coming but him.”

“It’s because it warn’t intended for any of us to come but
Tom,” he says; “but I begged and begged, and at the last
minute she let me come, too; so, coming down the river, me
and Tom thought it would be a first-rate surprise for him to
come here to the house first, and for me to by-and-by tag along
and drop in and let on to be a stranger. But it was a mistake,
Aunt Sally. This ain’t no healthy place for a stranger to come.”
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% No—not impudent whelps, Sid. You ought to had your
jaws boxed ; I hain’t been so put out since I don’t know when.
But I don’t care, I don’t mind the terms—I'd be willing to
stand a thousand such jokes to have you here. Well, to think
of that performance! I don’t deny it, I was most putrified
with astonishment when you give me that smack.”

We had dinner out in that broad open passage betwixt the
house and the kitchen ; and there was things enough on that

e __
W!{h T

A PRETTY LONG BLESSING.

table for seven families—and all hot, too ; none of your flabby
tough meat that’s laid in a cupboard in a damp cellar all night
and tastes like a hunk of old cold cannibal in the morning. Uncle
Silas he asked a pretty long blessing over it, but it was worth
it; and it didn’t cool it a bit, neither, the way I've seen them
kind of interruptions do, lots of times.

There was a considerable good deal of talk, all the after-
noon, and me and Tom was on the look-out all the time, but it
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warn’t no use, they didn’t happen to say nothing about any
runaway nigger, and we was afraid to try to work up to it. But
at supper, at night, one of the little boys says:

“ Pa, mayn’t Tom and Sid and me go to the show?”

“No,” says the old man, “I reckon there ain’t going to be
any ; and you couldn’t go if there was; bécause the runaway
nigger told Burton and me all about that scandalous show, and
Burton said he would tell the people; so Ireckon they've drove
the owdacious loafers out of town before this time.”

So there it was !—but I couldn’t help it. Tom and me was
to sleep in the same room and bed ; so, being tired, we bid
good-night and went up to bed, right after supper, and clumb
out of the window and down the lightning-rod, and shoved for
the town ; for I didn’t believe anybody was going to give the
king and the duke a hint, and so, if I didn’t hurry up and give
them one they’d get into trouble sure.

On the road Tom he told me all about how it was reckoned
I was murdered, and how pap disappeared, pretty soon, and
didn’t come back no more, and what a stir there was when Jim
run away ; and I told Tom all about our Royal Nonesuch rap-
scallions, and as much of the raft-voyage as I had time to; and
as we struck into the town and up through the middle of it—
it was as much as half-after eight, then—here comes a raging
rush of people, with torches, and an awful whooping and yelling,
and banging tin pans and blowing horns; and we jumped to
one side to let them go by; and as they went by, I see they
had the king and the duke astraddle of a rail—thatis, I knowed
it was the king and the duke, though they was all over tar and
feathers, and didn’t look like nothing in the world that was
human—just looked like a couple of monstrous big soldier-
plumes. Well, it made me sick to see it ; and I was sorry for
them poor pitiful rascals, it seemed like I couldn’t ever feel
any hardness against them any more in the world. It wasa
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dreadful thing to see. Human beings can be awful cruel to
one another.

We see we was too late—couldn’t do no good. We asked
some stragglers about it, and they said everybody went to the
show looking very innocent ; and laid low and kept dark till the
poor old king was in the middle of his cavortings on the stage;
then somebody give a signal, and the house rose up and went
for them.

TRAVELLING BY RAIL.

So we poked along back home, and I warn’t feeling so brash
as I was before, but kind of ornery, and humble, and to blame,
somehow—though I hadn’t done nothing. But that’s always
the way ; it don’t make no difference whether you da right or
wrong, a person’s conscience ain’t got mo sense, and just goes
for him anyway. If I had a yaller dog that didn’t know no
more than a person’s conscience does, I would pison him. It
takes up more room than all the rest of a person’s insides, and
yet ain’t no good, nohow. Tom Sawyer he says the same.



stopped talking, and
got to thinking. By-
and-by Tom says :

“Looky here,
Huck, what fools we
are, to not think of
it before! I Dbet
I know where Jim
is.”

“No! Where?”

“In that hut down
by the ash-hopper.
Why, looky here.
When we was at din-
ner, didn’t you see a

Yot - _as=%= . | niggermangointhere
g - 0 with some vittles?”
VITTLES. < Yes.”
¢ What did you think the vittles was for ? ”
“TFor a dog.”
“So’d I. Well, it wasn’t for a dog
(13 Why ? ”

¢Because part of it was watermelon.”
“So it was—I noticed it. Well, it does beat all, that I



348 THE ADVENTURES OI' IIUCKLEBERRY FINN,

.never thought about a dog not eating watermelon. It shows
how a body can see and don’t see at the same time.”

“Well, the nigger unlocked the padlock when he went in,
and he locked it again when he come out. He fetched uncle
a key, about the time we got up from table—same key, I bet.
Watermelon shows man, lock shows prisoner; and it ain’t likely
there’s two prisoners on such a little plantation, and where the
people’s all so kind and good. Jim’s the prisoner: All right—
I'm glad we found it out detective fashion; I wouldn’t give
shucks for any other way. Now you work your mind and study
out a plan to steal Jim, and I will study out one, too ; and we’ll
take the one we like the best.”

What a head for just a boy to have! If I had Tom Sawyer’s
head, I wouldn’t trade it off to be a duke, nor mate of a steam-
boat, nor clown in a circus, nor nothing I can think of. I went
to thinking out a plan, but only just to be doing something ; I
knowed very well where the right plan was going to come from.
Pretty soon, Tom says :

“Ready ?”

“Yes,” I says.

¢« All right—bring it out.” :

“ My plan is this,” I says. “ We can easy find out if it’s
Jim in there. Then get up my canoe to-morrow night, and
fetch my raft over from the island. Then the first dark night
that comes, steal the key out of the old man’s britches, after
he goes to bed, and shove off down the river on the raft, with
Jim, hiding day-times and running nights, the way me and Jim
used to do before. Wouldn’t that plan work?”

« Work? Why cert'nly, it would work, like rats a fighting.
But it’s too blame’ simple ; there ain’t nothing fo it. What's
the good of a plan that ain’t no more trouble than that? It's
as mild as goose-milk. Why, Huck, it wouldn’t make no more
talk than breaking into a soap factory.”
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I never said nothing, because I warn’t expecting nothing
different ; but I knowed mighty well that whenever he got kis
plan ready it wouldn’t have none of them objections to it.

And it didn’t. He told me what it was, and I see in a
minute it was worth fifteen of mine, for style, and would make
Jim just as free a man as mine would, and maybe get us all
killed besides. So I was satisfied, and said we would waltz in
on it. I needn’t tell what it was, here, because I knowed it
wouldn’t stay the way it was. I knowed he would be changing
it around, every which way, as we went along, and heaving in
new bullinesses wherever he got a chance. And that is what
he done. ’

Well, one thing was dead sure; and that was, that Tom
Sawyer was in earnest and was actuly going to help steal that
nigger out of slavery. That was the thing that was too many
for me. Here was a boy that was respectable, and well brung
up; and had a character to lose ; and folks at home that had
characters ; and he was bright and not leather-headed ; and
knowing and not ignorant ; and not mean, but kind ; and yet
here he was, without any more pride, or rightness, or feeling,
than to stoop to this business, and make himself a shame, and
his family a shame, before everybody. I couldn’t understand
it, no way at all. It was outrageous, and I knowed I ought to
just up and tell him so ; and so be his true friend, and let him
quit the thing right where he was, and save himself. And I
did start to tell him ; but he shut me up, and says:

“Don’t you reckon I know what 'm about? Don’t I
generly know what I’'m about ?”

- “Yes.”

“Didn’t I say I was going to help steal the nigger?”

“Yes.”

¢« Well, then.”

That’s all he said, and that’s all I said. It warn’t no use to
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say any more ; because when he said he’d do a thing, he always
done it. But I couldn’t make out how he was willing to go
into this thing ; so I just let it go, and never bothered no more
about it. If he was bound to have it so, I couldn’t help it.

A SIMPLE JOB.

When we got home, the house was all dark and still ; so we
went on down to the hut by the ash-hopper, for to examine it.
We went through the yard, so as to see what the hounds would
do. They knowed us, and didn’t make no more noise than
country dogs is always doing when anything comes by in the
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night. When we got to the cabin, we took a look at the front
and the two sides; and on the side I warn’t acquainted with—
which was the north side—we found a square window-hole, up
tolerable high, with just one stout board nailed across it. I says:

¢ Here’s the ticket. This hole’s big enough for Jim to get
through, if we wrench off the board.”

Tom says :

“It’s as simple as tit-tat-toe, three-in-a-row, and as easy as
playing hooky. I should kope we can find a way that’s a little
more complicated than that, Huck Finn.”

“ Well, then,” I says, “ how’ll it do to saw him out, the way
I done before 1 was murdered, that time?”

« That’s more like,” he says. “It’s real mysterious, and
troublesome, and good,” he says; ‘“but I bet we can find a way
that’s twice as long. There ain’t no hurry ; le’s keep on look-
ing around.”

‘Betwixt the hut and the fence, on the back side, was a lean-
to, that joined the hut at the eaves,and was made out of plank.
It was as long as the hut, but narrow—only about six foot wide.
The door to it was at the south end, and was padlocked. Tom
he went to the soap kettle, and searched around and fetched
back the iron thing they lift the lid with; so he took it and
prized out one of the staples. The chain fell down, and we
opened the door and went in, and shut it, and struck a match,
and see the shed was only built against the cabin and hadn’t
no connection with it ; and there warn’t no floor to the shed,
nor nothing in it but some old rusty played-out hoes, and
spades, and picks, and a crippled plow. The match went out,
and so did we, and shoved in the staple again,and the door was
locked as good as ever. Tom was joyful. He says:

“ Now we're all right. We'll dig him out. It’ll take about
a week!”

Then we started for the house, and I went in the back door
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—jyou only have to pull a buckskin latch-string, they don’t
fasten the doors-—but that warn’t romantical enough for Tom
Sawyer: no way would do him but he must climb up the light-
ning-rod. But after he got up half-way about three times, and
missed fire and fell every time, and the last time most busted
his brains out, he thought he’d got to give it up; but after he
was rested, he allowed he would give her one more turn for
luck, and this time he made the trip.

In the morning we was up 2t break of day, and down to the
nigger cabins to pet the dogs and make friends with the nigger
that fed Jim—if it was Jim that was being fed. The niggers
was just getting through breakfast and starting for the fields ;
and Jim’s nigger was piling up a tin pan with bread and meat
and things ; and whilst the others was leax ing, the key come
from the house.

This nigger had a good-natured, chuckle-headed face, and
his wool was all tied up in little bunches with thread. That
was to keep witches off. He said the witches was pestering
him awful, these nights, and making him see all kinds of
strange things, and hear all kinds of strange words and noises,
and he didn’t believe he was ever witched so long, before, in
his life.. He got so worked up, and got to running on so about
his troubles, he forgot all about what he’d been agoing to do.
So Tom says: '

“ What's the vittles for? Going to feed the dogs?”

The nigger kind of smiled around graduly over his face, like
when you heave a brickbat in a mud puddle, and he says:

“Yes, Mars Sid, @ dog. Cur'us dog, too. Does you want
to go en look at *im ? ”

“Yes.”

I hunched Tom, and whispers :

“You going, right here in the day-break ? That warn’t
the plan.”
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“No, it warn’t—but it’s the plan now.”

So, drat him, we went along, but I didn’t like it much.
When we got in, we couldn’t hardly see anything, it was so
dark; but Jim was there, sure enough, and could see us; and
he sings out :

“Why Huck! En good lan’! ain’ dat Misto Tom ?”

I just knowed how it would be; I just expected it. I
An’t know nothing to do; and if I had, I couldn’t a done it;

cause that nigger busted in and says:

“Why, de gracious sakes! do he know you genlmen ? ”

We could see pretty well, now. Tom he looked at the
nigger, steady and kind of wondering, and says :

“Does who know us ?”

“Why, dish-yer runaway nigger.”

“I don’t reckon he does; but what put that into your
head ?

“What put it dar? Didn’ he jis’ dis minute sing out like
he knowed you ?” ‘

Tom says, in a puzzled-up kind of way :

“Well, that’s mighty curious. Who sung out? When
did he sing out ? What did he sing out ?” And turns to me,
perfectly calm, and says, “ Did you hear anybody sing out ?”

Of course there warn’t nothing to be said but the one thing;
501 says:

“No ; I ain’t heard nobody say nothing.”

Then he turns to Jim, and looks him over like he never see
him before ; and says :

“Did you sing out ? ”

“No, sah,” says Jim ; ¢ I hain’t said nothing, sah,”

“Not a word ?”

“No, sah, I hain’t said a word.”

“Did you ever see us before ? ”

“ No, sah ; not as I knows on.”

AA
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So Tom turns to the nigger, which was looking wild and
distressed, and says, kind of severe :

“What do you reckon’s the matter with you, anyway?
What made you think somebody sung out ?”
¢ Oh, it’s de dad-blame’ witches, sah, en I wisht I was dead
I do. Dey’s awluz at it, sah, en dey do mos’ kill me, dey

WITCHES.

sk’yers me so. Please to don’t tell nobody ’bout it sah, er ok
Mars Silas he’ll scole me ; ’kase he says dey ain’t no witches
I jis’ wish to goodness he was heah now—den what would he
say! I jis’ bet he couldn’fine no way to git aroun’ it dis time.
But it’s awluz jis’ so; people dat’s sot, stays sot; dey wont
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look into nothn’ en fine it out fr deyselves, en when you fine
it out en tell um ’bout it, dey doan’ b’lieve you.”

Tom give him a dime, and said we wouldn’t tell nobody ;
and told him to buy some more thread to tie up his wool with ;
and then looks at Jim, and says :

T wonder if Uncle Silas is going to hang this nigger. If
I was to catch a nigger that was ungrateful enough to run
away, I wouldn't give him up, I'd hang him.” And whilst the
nigger stepped to the door to look at the dime and bite it to
see if it was good, he whispers to Jim, and says:

“ Don’t ever let on to know us. And if you hear any dig-
ging going on nights, it’s us: we're going to set you free.”

Jim only had time to grab us by the hand and squeeze it,
then the nigger come back, and we said we’d come again some
time if the nigger wanted us to; and he said he would, more
particular if it was dark, because the witches went for him
mostly in the dark, and it was good to have folks around then.

AA2
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GETTING WOOD.

would be most an hour,
yet, till breakfast, so we
left, and struck down
into the woods ; because
Tom said we got to have
some light to see how
to dig by, and a lan-
tern makes too much,
and might get us into
trouble ; what we must
have was a lot of them
rotten chunks that’
called fox-fire and just
makes a soft kind of
a glow when you ly
them in a dark place.
We fetched an armful
and hid it in the weeds
and set down to rest,
and Tom says, kind of
dissatisfied :

“Blame it, this whole thing is just as easy and awkard as
it can be. And so it makes it so rotten difficult to get ups
difficult plan. There ain't no watchman to be drugged—no¥

there ought to be a watchman.

There ain’t even a dog to give |
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a sleeping-mixture to. And there’s Jim chained by one leg,
with a ten-foot chain, to the leg of his bed: why, all you got
to do is to lift up the bedstead and ‘slip off the chain. And
Uncle Silas he trusts everybody; sends the key to the punkin-
headed nigger, and don’t send nobody to watch the nigger.
Jim could a got out of that window hole before this, only there
wouldn’t be no use trying to travel with a ten-foot chain on his
leg. Why, drat it, Huck, it’s the stupidest arrangement I ever
see. You got to invent all the difficulties. Well, we can’t
help it, we got to do the best we can with the materials we’ve
got. Anyhow, there’s one thing—there’s more honour in
getting him out through a lot of difficulties and dangers, where
there warn't one of them furnished to you by the people who
it was their duty to furnish them, and you had to contrive
them all out of your own head. Now look at just that one
thing of the lantern. When you come down to the cold facts,
we simply got te let on that a lantern’s resky. -Why, we could
work with a torchlight procession if we wanted to, I believe.
Now, whilst I think of it, we got to hunt up something to
make a saw out of, the first chance we get.”

“ What do we want of a saw?”

“ What do we want of it? Hain’t we got to saw the leg of
Jim’s bed off, so as to get the chain loose ? ”

“ Why, you just said a body could lift up the bedstead and
slip the chain off.”

«“ Well, if that ain’t just like you, Huck Finn. You can
get up the infant-schooliest ways of going at a thing. Why,
hain’t you ever read any books at all ?—Baron- Trenck, nor
Casanova, nor Benvenuto Chelleény, nor Henri IV., nor none of
them heroes? Whoever heard of getting a prisoner loose in
such an old-maidy way as that? No; the way all the best
authorities does, is to saw the bed-leg in two, and leave it just
so, and swallow the sawdust, so it can’t be found, and put some
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dirt and grease around the sawed place so the very keenest
seneskal can’t see no sign of it’s being sawed, and thinks the’
bed-leg is perfectly sound. Then, the night you're ready, fetch
the leg a kick, down she goes; slip off your chain, and there
you are. Nothing to do but hitch your rope-ladder to the
battlements, shin down it, break your leg in the moat—because
a rope-ladder is nineteen foot too short, you know—and there’s
your horses and your trusty vassles, and they scoop you up and
fling you across a saddle and away you go, to your native Lan-
gudoc, or Navarre, or wherever it is. It’s gaudy, Huck. I
wish there was a moat to this cabin. If we get time, the night
of the escape, we'll dig one.”

I says:

“ What do we want of a moat, when we're going to snake
him out from under the cabin ?”

Bnt he never heard me. He had forgot me and everything
else. He had his chin in his hand, thinking. Pretty soon, !
he sighs, and shakes his head ; then sighs again, and says : |

¢ No, it wouldn’t do—there ain’t necessity enough for it.”

“For what?” I says: l ‘

“ Why, to saw Jim’s leg off,” he says. !

“Good land ! ” I says, “ why, there ain’t no necessity for it.
And what would you want to saw his leg off for, anyway ? ” .

“Well, some of the best authorities has done it. They -
couldn’t get the chain off, so they just cut their hand off, and
shoved. And a leg would be better still. But we got to let
that go. There ain’t necessity enough in this case ; and besides,
Jim’s a nigger and wouldn’t understand the reasons for it, and
how it’s the custom in Europe; so we'll let it go. But there’s
one thing—he can have a rope-ladder; we can tear up our
sheets and make him a rope-ladder easy enough. And we can
send it to him in a pie; it’s mostly done that way. And I’ve
et worse pies.”



DARK SCHEMES. 359

“ Why, Tom Sawyer, how you talk,” I says; “Jim ain’t got
1o use for a rope-ladder.”

“He has got use for it.” How you talk; you better say
you don’t know nothing about it. He’s got to have a rope-
ladder; they all do.”

“What in the nation can he do with it ?”

ONE OF THE BEST AUTHORITIES.

« Do with it? He can hide it in his bed, can’t he ? That’s
what they all do; and he’s got to, too. Huck, you don’t ever
scem to want to do anything that’s regular; you want to be
starting something fresh all the time. S'pose he don’t do
nothing with it ? ain’t it there in his bed, for a clew, after he’s
gone? and don’t you reckon theyll want clews? Of course
they will. And you wouldn’t leave them any? That would be
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a pretty howdy-do, wouldn’t it! I never heard of such a
thing.” :

“Well,” I says, «“if it’s in the regulations, and he’s got to
have it, all right, let him have it; because I don’t-wish to go.
back on no regulations; but there’s one thing, Tom Sawyer—
if we go to tearing up our sheets to make Jim a rope-ladder,
we’re going to get into trouble with Aunt Sally, just as sure as
youre born. Now, the way I look at it, a hickry-bark ladder
don’t cost nothing, and don’t waste nothing, and is just as good
to load up a pie with, and hide in a straw tick, as any rag
ladder you can start ; and as for Jim, he ain’t had no experience,
and so ke don’t care what kind of a ?

¢ Oh, shucks, Huck Finn, if I was as ignorant as you, I'd
keep still—that’s what I'd do. Who ever heard of a state
prisoner escaping by a hickry-bark ladder? Why, it’s perfectly
ridiculous.”

“ Well, all right, Tom, fix it your own way; but if you’ll
take my advice, you’ll let me borrow a sheet off of the clothes-
line.” , .

He said that would do. And that give him another idea, |
and he says: _

¢ Borrow a shirt, too.”

“ What do we want of a shirt, Tom ?”

“Want it for Jim to keep a journal on.”

« Journal your granny—dJim can’t write.”

“ S’pose he can’t write—he can make marks on the shirt,
can’t he, if we make him a pen out of an old pewter spoon or a
piece of an old iron barrel-hoop ? ” -

% Why, Tom, we can pull a feather out of a goose and make
him a better one ; and quicker, too.” :

« Prisoners don’t have geese running around the donjon-
keep to pull pens out of, you muggins. They always make
their pens out of the hardest, toughest, troublesomest -piece of
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old brass candlestick or something like that they can get their
 hands on; and it takes them weeks. and weeks, and months
and months to file it out, too, because they’ve got to do it by
Tubbing it on the wall. They wouldn’t use a goose-quill if they
bad it. It ain’t regular.”

“Well, then, what’ll we make him the ink out of?”

¢ Many makes it out of iron-rust and tears; but that’s the
common sort and women ; the best authorities uses their own
blood. Jim can do that; and when he wants to send any little
common ordinary mysterious message to let the world know
where’s he’s captivated, he can write it on the bottom of a tin
plate with a fork and throw it out of the window. The Iron
Mask always done that, and it’s a blame’ good way, too.”

“Jim ain’t got no tin plates. They feed him in a pan.”

¢ That ain’t anything ; we can get him some.”

¢ Can’t nobody read his plates ? ”

“ That ain’t got nothing to do with it, Huck Finn. All Ae’s
got to do is to write on the plate and throw it out. You don’t
have to be able to read it. Why, half the time you can’t read
anything a prisoner writes on a tin plate, or anywhere else.”

¢ Well, then, what’s the sense in wasting the plates?”

“ Why, blame it all, it ain’t the prisoner’s plates.”

¢ But it’s somebody’s plates, ain’t it ?”

“ Well, sposn it is? - What does the prisoner care
whose o

He broke off there, because we heard the breakfast-horn
blowing. So we cleared out for the house.

Along during that morning I borrowed a sheet and a white
shirt off of the clothes-line; and I found an old sack and put
them in it, and we went down and got the fox-fire, and put
that in too. I called it borrowing, because that was what pap
always called ‘it ; but Tom -said it warn’t borrowing, it was
stealing. He said we was representing prisoners ; and prisoners
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don’t care how they get a thing so they get it, and nobody don’t
blame them for it, either. It ain’t no. crime in a prisoner to
steal the thing he needs to get away with, Tom said ; it’s his
right ; and so, as long as we was representing a prisoner, we

THE BREAKFAST-HORN.

had a perfect right to steal anything on this place we had the
least use for, to get ourselves out of prison with. He said if
we warn'’t prisoners it would be a very different thing, and
nobody but a mean ornery person would steal when he warn’t
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a prisoner. So we allowed we would steal everything there
was that come handy. And yet he made a mighty fuss, one
day, after that, when I stole a watermelon out of the nigger
patch and eat it ; and he made me go and give the niggers a
dime, without telling them what it was for. Tom said that
what he meant was, we could steal anything we needed. Well,
I says, I needed the watermelon. But he said I didn’t need it
to get out of prison with, there’s where the difference was. He
said if I'd a wanted it to hide a knife in, and smuggle it to
Jim to kill the seneskal with, it would a been all right. So I
let it go at that, though I couldn’t see no advantage in my
representing a prisoner, if I got to set down and chaw over a
lot of gold-leaf distinctions like that, every time I see a chance
to hog a watermelon.

Well, as I was saying, we waited that morning tlll every-
body was settled down to business, and nobody in sight around
the yard ; then Tom he carried the sack into the lean-to whilst
I stood off a piece to keep watch. By-and-by he come out,
and we went and set down on the wood-pile, to talk. He says:

¢ Everything’s all right, now, except tools; and that’s easy
fixed.”

¢“Tools ? ” I says.

“Yes.”

¢ Tools for what ?”

. “ Why, to dig with. We ain’t agoing to gnaw him out, are
we?”

« Ain’t them old crippled picks and things in there good
enough to dig a nigger out with ? ” I says.

He turos on me looking pitying enough to make a body cry,
and says:

¢« Huck Finn, did you ever hear of a prisoner having picks
and shovels, and all the modern conveniences in Lis wardrobe
to dig himself out with? Now I want to ask you—if you got
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any reasonableness in you at all—what kind of a show would
that give him to be a hero? Why, they might as well lend him
the key, and done with it. Picksand shovels—why they wouldn't
farnish 'em to a king.”

“ Well, then,” I says, “if we don’t want the picks and shovels,
what do we want?”

A couple of case-knives.”

“To dig the foundations out from under that cabin, with?

“Yes.”

“ Confound it, it’s foolish, Tom.”

¢ It don’t make no difference how foolish it is, it’s the right
way—and it’s the regular way. And there ain’t no other way,
that ever I heard of, and I've read all the books that gives any
information about these things. They always dig out with a
case-knife—and not through dirt, mind you; generly its
through solid rock. And it takes them weeks and weeks and
weeks, and for ever and ever. Why, look at one of them prisoners
in the bottom dungeon of the Castle Deef, in the harbour of
Marseilles, that dug himself out that way; how long was ke
at it, you reckon?”

“J don’t know ?

“ Well, guess.”

“I don’t know. A month and a half?”

¢ Thirty-seven year—and he come out in China. Thats
the kind. I wish the bottom of this fortress was solid rock.”

“ Jim don’t know nobody in China.”

“ What’s that got to do with it? Neither did that other
fellow. But youre always a-wandering off on a side issue.
Why can’t you stick to the main point ?”

¢ All right—1I don’t care where he comes out, so he comes
out; and - Jim don’t, either, I reckon. But there’s one thing,
anyway—Jim’s too old to be dug out with a case-knife. He
won't last.”

”
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“Yes he will last,too. You don’t reckon it’s going to take
thirty-seven years to dig out through a dirt foundation, do
you?”

“ How long will it take, Tom ?”

365

SMOUCHING THE KNIVES.,

“ Well, we can’t resk being as long as we ought to, because
it mayn’t take very long for Uncle Silas to hear from down
there by New Orleans. He'll hear Jim ain’t from there. Then
his next move will be to advertise Jim, or something like that.
So we can’t resk being as long digging him out as we ought to.
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By rights I reckon we ought to be a couple of years; but we
can’t. Things being so uncertain, what I recommend is this:
that we really dig right in, as quick as we can ; and after that,
we can let on, to ourselves, that we was at it thirty-seven years,

Then we can snatch him out and rush him away the first time
there’s an alarm. Yes, I reckon that’ll be the best way.”

 Now, there’s sense in that,” I says. ¢ Letting on don’t

cost nothing; letting on ain’t no trouble; and ifit’s any object,
I don’t mind letting on we was at it a hundred and fifty year.
It wouldn’t strain me none, after I got my hand in. So I'll
mosey along now, and smouch a couple of case-knives.”

“Smouch three,” he says; “ we want one to make a saw
out of.” '

“Tom, if it ain’t unregular and irreligious to sejest it,” I
says, “there’s an old rusty saw-blade around yonder sticking
under the weatherboarding behind the smoke-house.”

He looked kind of weary and discouraged-like, and says :

“It ain’t no use to try to learn you nothing, Huck. Run
along and smouch the knives—three of them.” So I done it.

. -
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As soon as we reckoned
everybody was asleep, that
night, we went down the
lightning-rod, and shut our-
selves up in the lean-to, and
got out our pile of fox-fire,
and went to work. We cleared
everything out of the way,
about four or five foot along
the middle of the bottom log.
Tom said he was right behind
Jim’s bed now, and we'd dig
in under it, and when we got
through there couldn’t nobody
in the cabin ever know there
was any hole there, because
Jim’s counterpin hung down
most to the ground, and you'd
have to raise it up and look
under to see the hole. So we
knives, till most midnight; and
ur hands was blistered, and yet
rthing, hardly. At last I says:
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¢ This ain’t no thirty-seven year job, this is a thirty-eight’
year job, Tom Sawyer.”

He never said nothing. But he sighed, and pretty soon he
stopped digging, and then for a good httle while I knowed he
was thinking. Then he says:

It ain’t no use, Huck, it ain’t agoing to work. If we was
prisoners it would, because then we’d have as many years as we
wanted, and no hurry ; and we wouldn’t get but a few minutes
to dig, every day, while they was changing watches, and so our
hands wouldn’t get blistered, and we could keep it up right
along, year in and year out, and do it right, and the wayit
ought to be done. But we can’t fool along, we got to rush;
we ain’t got no time to spare. If we was to put in another
night this way, we’d have to knock off for a week to let our
hands get well—couldn’t touch a case-knife with them boner.”

“Well, then, what we going to do, Tom ? ”

“TIl tell you. It ain’t right, and it ain’t moral, and I
wouldn’t like it to get out—but there ain’t only just the one
way; we got to dig him out with the picks,and let on it’s case-
knives.”

& Now you're talking ! ” I says; “your head gets leveller
and leveller all the time, Tom Sawyer,” I says. ¢ Picks is the
thing, moral or no moral; and as for me, I don’t care shucks
for the morality of it, nohow. When I start in to steal a nigger,
or a watermelon, or a Sunday-school book, I ain’t no ways
particular how it’s done so it’s done. What I want is my
nigger; or what I want is my watermelon; or what I want is
my Sunday-school book ; and if a pick’s the handiest thing,
that's the thing I'm agoing to dig that nigger or that water-
melon or that Sunday-school book out with ; and I don’t give
a dead rat what the authorities thinks about it nuther.”

“ Well,” he says, “there’s excuse for picks and ‘letting-on
in a case like this ; if it warn’t so, I wouldn’t approve of it, nor
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I wouldn’t stand by and see the rules broke—because right is
right, and wrong is wrong, and a body ain’t got no business
doing wrong when he ain’t ignorant and knows better. It
might answer for you to dig Jim out with a pick, without any
letting-on, because you don’t know no better ; but it wouldn’t
for me, because I do know better. Gimme a case-knife.”

He had his own by him, but I handed him mine. He flung
it down, and says:

“ Gimme a case-knife.”

I didn’t know just what to do—but then I thought. I
scratched around amongst the old tools, and got a pick-axe and
give it to him, and he took it and went to work, and never said
a word.

He was always just that particular. Full of principle.

So then I got a shovel, and then we picked and shovelled,
turn about, and made the fur fly. We stuck to it about a half
an hour, which was as long as we could stand up ; but we had
a good deal of a hole to show for it. When I got upstairs, I
looked out at the window and see Tom doing his level best
with the lightning-rod, but he couldn’t come it, his hands was
so sore. At last he says:

“Tt-ain’t no use, it can’t be done. What you reckon I
better do? Can’t you think up no way?”

“Yes,” I says, “but I reckon it ain’t regular. Come up the
stairs, and let on it’s a lightning-rod.”

So he done it.

Next day Tom stole a pewter spoon and a brass candlestick
in the house, for to make some pens for Jim out of, and six
tallow candles; and I hung around the nigger cabins, and laid
for a chance, and stole three tin plates. Tom said it wasn’t
enough ; but I said nobody wouldn’t ever see the plates that
Jim throwed out, because they’d fall in the dog-fennel and
jimpson weeds under the window-hole—then we could tote

BB
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them back and he could use them over again. So Tom was
satisfied. Then he says:

«Now, the thing to study out is, how to get the things to
Jim.”

“Take them- in through the hole,” I says, ¢ when we get it
done.”

STEALING SPOONS.

He only just looked scornful, and said something about
nobody ever heard of such an idiotic idea, and then he went to
studying. By-and-by he said he had ciphered out two or three
ways, but there warn’t no need to decidé on any of them yet.
Said we’d got to post Jim first.

That night we went dcwn the lightning-rod a little after
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ten, and took one of the candles along, and listened under the
window-hole, and heard Jim snoring; so we pitched it in, and
it didn’t wake him. Then we whirled in with the pick and
shovel, and in about two hours and a half the job was done.
We crept in under Jim’s bed and into the cabin, and pawed
around and found the candle and lit it, and stood over Jim a
while, and found him looking hearty and healthy, and then we
woke him up gentle and gradual. He was so glad to see us he
most cried ; and called us honey, and all the pet names he
could think of ; and was for having us hunt up a cold chisel to
cut the chain off of his leg with, right away, and clearing out
without losing any time. But Tom he showed him how un-
regular it would be, and set down and told him all about our
plans, and how we could alter them in a minute any time there
was an alarm ; and not to be the least afraid, because we would
see he got away, sure. So Jim he said it was all right, and we
set there and talked over old times a while, and then Tom
asked a lot of questions, and when Jim told him Uncle Silas
come in every day or two to pray with him, and Aunt Sally
come in to see if he was comfortable and had plenty to eat,and
both of them was kind as they could be, Tom says:

“ Now I know how to fix it. We'll send you some things
by them.”

I said, ¢ Don’t do nothing of the kind ; it’s one of the most
jackass ideas I ever struck ;” but he never paid no attention
to me ; went right on. It was his way when he’d got his plans
set.

So he told Jim how we’d have to smuggle in the rope-ladder
pie, and other large things, by Nat, the nigger that fed him,
and he must be on the look-out, and not be surprised, and not
let Nat see him open them ; and we would put small things in
uncle’s coat pockets and he must steal them out; and we would
tie things to aunt’s apron strings or put them in her apron

BB 2
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pocket, if we got a chance ; and told him what they would be
and what they was for. And told him how to keep a journal
on the shirt with his blood, and all that. He told him every-
thing. Jim he couldn’t see no sense in the most of it, but he
allowed we was white folks and knowed better than him ; so he
was satisfied, and said he would do it all just as Tom said.

Jim had plenty corn-cob pipes and tobacco; so we had a
right down good sociable time ; then we crawled out through
* the hole, and so home to bed, with hands that looked like
they’d been chawed. Tom was in high spirits. He said it was
the best fun he ever had in his life, and the most intellectural;
and said if he only could see his way to it we would keep it up
all the rest of our lives and leave Jim to our children to get
out ; for he believed Jim would come to like it better and
better the more he got used to it. He said that in that way it
could be strung out to as much as eighty year, and would be
the best time on record. And he said it would make usal
celebrated that had a hand in it,

In the morning we went out to the wood-pile and chopped
up the brass- candlestick into handy sizes, and Tom put them
and the pewter spoon in his pocket. Then we went to the
nigger cabins,’and while I got Nat’s notice off, Tom shoved3
piece of candlestick into the middle of a corn-pone that wasin
Jim’s pan, and we went along with Nat to see how it would
work, and it just worked noble; when Jim bit into it it most
mashed all his teeth out; and there warn’t ever anything could -
a worked better. Tom said so himself. Jim he never let o0
but what it was only just a piece of rock or something like that
that’s always getting into bread, you know ; but after that he
never bit into nothing but what he jabbed his fork into it it
three or four places, first.

And whilst we was a standing there in the. dimmish light
here comes a couple of the hounds bulging in, from under Jim’
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bed ; and they kept on piling in till there was eleven of them,
and there warn't hardly room in there to get your breath. By
Jings, we forgot to fasten that lean-to door. The nigger Nat
he only just hollered “ witches!” once, and keeled over on to

TOM ADVISES A WITCH PIE,

the floor amongst the dogs, and begun to groan like he was
dying. Tom jerked the door open and flung out a slab of Jim’s
meat, and the dogs went for it, and in two seconds he was out
himself and back again and shut the door, and I knowed he’d
fixed the other door too. Then he went to work on the nigger,
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coaxing him and petting him, and asking him if he'd been
imagining he saw something again. He raised up, and blinked
his eyes around, and says:

¢ Mars Sid, you'll say I’s a fool, but if I didn’t blieve ¥ see
most a million dogs, er devils, er some’n, I wisht I may die right
heah in dese tracks. I did, mos’ sholy. Mars Sid, I felt um—.
I felt um, sah ; dey was all over me. Dad fetch it, I jis’ wisht |
I could git my han’s on one er dem witches jis’ wunst—ony|
jis’ wunst—it’s all I’'d ast. But mos’ly I wisht dey’d lemme
’lone, I does.”

Tom says :

“Well, I tell you what I think. What makes them come :
here just at this runaway nigger’s breakfast-time ? It’s because |
they’re hungry; that’s the reason. You make them a witch ;
pie ; that’s the thing for you to do.”

“But my lan’, Mars Sid, how’s I gwyne to make 'm a witch
pie? I doan’ know how to make it. I hain’t ever hearn er
sich a thing b’fo’.”

“Well, then, I'll have to make it myself.”

“Will you do it, honey ?—will you? I'll wusshup de groun
und’ yo’ foot, I will!”

<« All right, I'll do it, seeing it’s you, and you’ve been good
to us and showed us the runaway nigger. But you got to be
mighty careful. When we come around, you turn your back ;
and then whatever we’ve put in the pan, don’t you let on you
see it at all. And don’t you look, when Jim unloads the pan—
something might happen, I don’t know what. And above all,
don’t you handle the witch-things.” ,

“Hannel 'm Mars Sid? What s you a talkin’ ’bout? I ;
wouldn’ lay de weight er my finger on um, not fr ten hund’d .
thous’n’ billion dollars, I wouldn't.” ;
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Tom dropped the pewter spoon in Uncle Silas’s coat pocket,and
Aunt Sally wasn’t come yet, so we had to wait a little while.

And when she come she was hot, and red, and cross, and
couldn’t hardly wait for the blessing ; and then she went to
sluicing out coffee with one hand and cracking the handiest
child’s head with her thimble with the other, and says:

¢ I’ve hunted high, and I've hunted low, and it does beat
all, what has become of your other shirt.”

My heart fell down amongst my lungs and livers and things, |

and a hard piece of corn-crust started down my throat after it

and got met on the road with a cough and was shot across the

table and took one of the children in the eye and curled him
up like a fishing-worm, and let a cry out of him the size of 3
war-whoop, and Tom he turned kinder blue around the gills,

and it all amounted to a considerable state of things for about f

a quarter of a minute or as much as that, and I would as old
out for half price if there was a bidder. But after that we was
all right again—it was the sudden surprise of it that knocked
us so kind of cold. Uncle Silas he says :

“I’s most uncommon curious, I can’t understand it. I
know perfectly well I took it off, because——"

« Because you hain’t got but one on. Just listen at the
man! I know you took it off, and know it by a better way
than your wool-gethering memory, too, because it'was on the
clo’es-line yesterday—I see it there myself. But it’s gone—
that’s the long and the short of it, and you’ll just have to change
to a red flann’l one till I can get time to make a new one. And
it'll be the third I've made in two years ; it just keeps a body on
the jump to keep you in shirts ; and whatever you do manage to
do with ’m all, is more’n I can make out. A body’d think you
would learn to take some sort of care of ’em, at your time of
life.”

I know it, Sally, and I do try all I can. But it oughtn'
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to be altogether my fault, because you know I don’t see them
nor have nothing to do with them except when they’re on me-;
and I don’t believe I've ever lost one of them off of me.”

“ Well, it ain’t your fault if you baven’t, Silas—you'd a
done it if you could, I reckon. And the shirt ain’t all that’s
gone, nuther. Ther’s a spoon gone ; and that ain’t all. There
was ten, and now ther’s only nine. The calf got the shirt I
reckon, but the calf never took the spoon, that’s certain.”

“ Why, what else is gone, Sally ?”

“Ther’s six candles gone—that’s what. The rats could a
got the candles, and I reckon they did ; I wonder they don’t
walk off with the whole place, the way you're always going to
stop their holes and don’t do it; and if they warn’t fools they’d
sleep in your hair, Silas—you'd never find it out ; but you
can't lay the spoon on the rats, and that I know.”

“ Well, Sally, I'm in fault, and I acknowledge it; I've been
remiss ; but I won’t let to-morrow go by without stopping up
them holes.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t hurry, next yearll do. Matilda Angelina
Araminta Phelps!”

Whack comes the thimble, and the child snatches her claws
out of the sugar-bowl without fooling around any. Just then,
the nigger woman steps on to the passage, and says:

“ Missus, dey’s a sheet gone.”

“ A sheet gone! Well, for the land’s sake ! ”

“T'll stop up them holes to-day,” says Uncle Silas, looking
sorrowful.

¢ Oh, do shet up !— s’pose the rats took the sheet ? Where’s
it gone, Lize ? ”

“Clah to goodness I haint no notion, Miss Sally. She
wuz on de clo’s-line yistiddy, but she done -gone ; she ain’ dah
no mo’, now.”

“I reckon the world is coming to an end. I never see the
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beat of it,in all my born days. A shirt, and a sheet, and a
spoon, and six can »?

“Missus,” comes a young yaller wench, ‘“dey’s a brass
cannelstick miss’n.”

“Cler out from here, you hussy, er I'll take a skillet
toye!”

-

“ MISSUS, DEY'S A SHEET GONE.”

Well, she was just a biling. I begun to lay for a chance;
I reckoned I would sneak out and go for the woods till the
weather moderated. She kept.a raging right along, running
her insurrection all by herself, and everybody else mighty meek
and quiet; and at last Uncle Silas, looking kind of foolish,
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fishes up that spoon out of his pocket. She stopped, with her
mouth open and her bands up; and as for me, I wished I was
in Jeruslem or somewheres. But not long; because she
says:

“It’s just as I expected. So you had it in your pocket all
the time ; and like as not you've got the other things there,
too. How'd it get there?”

“T reely don’t know, Sally,” he says, kind of apologising,
¢ or you know I would tell. - I was a-studying over my text in
- Acts Seventeen, before breakfast, and I reckon I put it in
there, not noticing, meaning to put my Testament in, and it
must be so, because my Testament ain’t in, but I'll go and see,
and if the Testament is where I had it, I'll know I didn’t put
it in, and that will show that I laid the Testament down and
took up the spoon, and——"

“ Oh, for the land’s sake! Give a body a rest! Go ’long
now, the whole kit and biling of ye ; and don’t come nigh me
again till I've got back my peace of mind.”

I'd a heard her, if she’d a said it to herself, let alone speak-
ing it out; and I'd a got up and obeyed her, if I'd a been dead.
As we was passing through the setting-room, the old man he
took up his hat, and the shingle-nail fell out on the floor, and
he just merely picked it up and laid it on the mantel-shelf, and
never said nothing, and went out. Tom see him do it, and
remembered about the spoor, and says : ‘

- Well, it ain’t no use to send things by him no more, he
ain’t reliable.” Then he says: ¢ But he done us a good turn
with the spoon, anyway, without knowing it, and so we'll go
and do him one without him knowing it—stop up 'his rat-
holes.”

‘ There was a noble good lot of them, down cellar, and it
. took us a whole hour, but we done the job tight and good, and
ship-shape. Then we heard steps on the stairs,and blowed out
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our light, and hid ; and here comes the old man, with a candle
in one hand and a bundle of stuff in t'other, looking as absent-
minded as year before last. He went a mooning around, first
to one rat-hole and then another, till he’d been to them all
Then he stood about five minutes, picking tallow-drip off of
his candle and thinking. Then he turns off slow and dreamy
towards the stairs, saying :

“Well, for the life of me I can’t remember when I dene it.
I could show her now that I warn’t to hlame on account of the
rats. But never mind—Ilet it go. I reckon it wouldn’t do no
good.”

And so he went on a mumbling upstairs, and then we left.
He was a mighty nice old man. And always is.

Tom was a good deal bothered about what to do for a spoon,
but he said we’d got to have it ; so he took a think. When he
had ciphered it out, he told me how we was to do; then we
went and waited around the spoon-basket till we see Aunt
Sally coming, and then Tom went to counting the spoons and
laying them out to one side, and I slid one of them up my
sleeve, and Tom says :

“ Why, Aunt Sally, there ain’t but nine spoons, yet.”

She says:

“Go ’long to your play, and don’t bother me. I know
better, I counted 'm myself.”

“ Well, I've counted them twice, Aunty, and I can’t make
but nine.” o

She looked out of all patience, but of course she come to
count—anybody would.

“J declare to gracious ther’ ain’t but nine!” she says.
“ Why, what in the world—plague take the things, I'll count
‘'m again.”

So I slipped back the one I had, and when she got done
counting, she says :
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“ Hang the troublesome rubbage, ther’s ten, now!” and she
looked huffy and bothered both. But Tom says :

¢ Why, Aunty, I don’t think there’s ten.”

¢ You numskull, didn’t you see me count 'm? ”

¢ I know, but——"

“ Well, I'll count 'm again.”

“IN A TEARING WAY.”

So I smouched one, and they come out nine same as the
other time. Well, she was in a tearing way—just a trembling
all over, she was so mad. But she counted and counted, till
she got that addled she’d start to count-in the basket for a spoon,
sometimes ; and so, three times they come out right, and three
times they come out wrong. Then she grabbed up the basket
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and slammed it across the house and knocked the cat galley-
west ; and she said cle’r out and let her have some peace, and
if we come bothering around her again betwixt that and dinner,
she’d skin us. So we had the odd spoon; and dropped it in
her apron pocket whilst she was a giving us our sailing-orders,
and Jim got it all right, along with her shingle-nail, before
noon. We was very well satisfied with this business, and Tom
allowed it was worth twice the trouble it took, because he said
now she couldn’t ever count them spoons twice alike again to
save her life ; and wouldn’t believe she’d counted them right,
if she did; and said that after she’d about counted her head
off, for the next three days, he judged she’d give it up and offer
to kill anybody that wanted her to ever count them any more.

So we put the sheet back on the line, that night, and stole
one out of her closet: and kept on putting it back and stealing
it again, for a couple of days, till she didn’t know how many
sheets she had, any more, and said she didn’t care, and warn't
agoing to bullyrag the rest of her soul out about it, and
wouldn’t count them again not to save her life, she druther die
first.

So we was all right now, as to the shirt and the sheet and
the spoon and the candles, by the help of the calf and the rats
and the mixed-up counting; and as to the candlestick, it warn't
no consequence, it would blow over by-and-by.

But that pie was a job; we had no end of trouble with that
pie. We fixed it up away down in the woods, and cooked it
there; and we got it done at last, and very satisfactory, too;
but not all in one day ; and we had to use up three wash-pans
full of flour, before we got through, and we got burnt pretty
much all over, in places, and eyes put out with the smoke;
because, you see, we didn’t want nothing but a crust, and we
couldn’t prop it up right, and she would always cave in. But
of course we thought of the right way at last; which was to
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cook the ladder, too, in the pie. So then we laid in with Jim,
the second night, and tore up the sheet all in little strings,and
twisted them together, and long before daylight we had a lovely
rope, that you could a hung a person with. We let on it took
nine months to make it.

And in the forenoon we took it down to the woods, but it

ONE OF HIS ANCESTORS.

wouldn’t go in the pie. Being made of a whole sheet, that way,
there was rope enough for forty pies, if we'd a wanted them, and
plenty left over for soup, or sausage, or anything you choose.
We could a had a whole dinner.

But we didn’t need it. All we needed was just enough for
the pie, and so we throwed the rest away. We didn’t cook
none of the pies in the washpan, afraid the solder would melt ;
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but Uncle Silas he had a noble brass warming-pan which he
thought considerable of, because it belonged to one of his
ancestors with a long wooden handle that come over from
England with William the Conqueror in .the Mayflower or one
of them early ships and was hid away up garret with a lot of
other old pots and things that was valuable, not on account of
being any account because they warn’t, but on account of them
being relicts, you know, and we snaked her out, private, and
took her down there, but she failed on the first pies, because
we didn’t know how, but she come up smiling on the last one.
We took and lined her with dough, and set her in the coals,
and loaded her up with rag-rope, and put on a dough roof, and
shut down the lid, and put hot embers on top, and stood off
five foot, with the long handle, cool and comfortable, and in
fifteen minutes she turned out a pie that was a satisfaction to
look at. But the person that et it would want to fetch a
couple of kags of toothpicks along, for if that rope-ladder
wouldn’t cramp him down to business, I don’t know nothing
what I'm talking about, and lay him in enough stomach-ache
to last him till next time, too.

Nat didn’t look, when we put the witch-pie in Jim’s pan;
and we put the three tin plates in the bottom of the pan under
the vittles; and so Jim got everything all right, and as soon
as he was by himself he busted into the pie and hid the rope-
ladder inside of his straw tick, and scratched some marks on a
tin plate and throwed it out of the window-hole.
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Jim says:

“ Why, Mars Tom, I hain’t got no coat o’ arms; I hain't
got nuffn but dish-yer ole shirt, en you knows I got to keep de
journal on dat.”

«QOh, you don’t understand, Jim; a coat of arms is very
different.”

“Well,” T says, “Jim’s right, anyway, when he says he
hain’t got no coat of arms, because he hain’t.”

«“T reckon I knowed that,” Tom says, “but you bet hell
have one before he goes out of this—because he’s going out
right, and there ain’t going to be no flaws in his record.”

So whilst me and Jim filed away at the pens on a brickbat |

apiece, Jim a making his'n out of the brass and I making mine
out of the spoon, Tom set to work to think out the coat of
arms. By-and-by he said he’d struck so many good ones he
didn’t hardly know which to take, but there was one which he
reckoned he’d decide on. He says :

“(On the scutcheon we'll have a bend or in the dexter base,
a saltire murrey in the fess, with a'dog, couchant, for common
charge, and under his foot a chain embattled, for slavery, with
a chevron vert in a chief engrailed, and three invected lines on
a field azure, with the nombril points rampant on a dancette
indented ; crest, a runaway nigger, sable, with his bundle over his
shoulder on a bar sinister : and a couple of gules for supporters,
which is you and me ; motto, Maggiore fretta, minore atlo.
Got it out of a book—means, the more haste, the less speed.”

“ Geewhillikins,” I says, “but what does the rest of it
mean ?”

“We ain’t got no time to bother over that,” he says, “we
got to dig in like all git-out.”

« Well, anyway,” I says, ¢ what’s some of it ? What’s a fess?"

« A fess—a fess is—you don’t need to know what a fess is.
I'll show him how to make it when he gets to it.”
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¢ Shucks, Tom,” I says, “I think you might tell a person.
What’s a bar sinister ? ”

“Oh, I don’t know. But he’s got to have it. All the
nobility does.”

That was just his way. If it didn’t suit him to explain a
thing to you, he wouldn’t do it. You might pump at him a
week, it wouldn’t make no difference.

He’d got all that coat of arms business fixed, so now he
started in to finish up the rest of that part of the work, which
was to plan out a mournful inscription—said Jim got to have
one, like they all done. He made up a lot, and wrote them
out on a paper, and read them off, so:

1. Here a captive heart busted.

2. Here a poor prisoner, forsook by the world and friends,
fretted out his sorrowful life.

3. Here a lonely heart broke, and a worn spirit went to
its rest, after thirty-seven years of solitary captivity.

4. Here, homeless and friendless, after thirty-seven years
of bitter captivity, perished a noble stranger, natural son of
Louis XIV.

Tom’s voice trembled, whilst he was reading them, and he
most broke down. When he got done, he couldn’t no way make
up his mind which one for Jim to scrabble on to the wall, they
was all so good ; but at last he allowed he would let him scrabble
them all on. Jim said it would take him a year to scrabble
such a lot of truck on to the logs with a nail, and he didn’t
know how to make letters, besides; but Tom said he would
block them out for him, and then he wouldn’t have nothing
to do but just follow the lines. Then pretty soon he says:

Come to think, the logs ain’t agoing to do; they dont
have log walls in a dungeon: we got to dig the inscriptions into
arock. We'll fetch a rock.”

cc?2
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Jim said the rock was worse than the logs; he said it would
take him such a pison long time to dig them into a rock, he
wouldn’t ever get out. But Tom said he would let me help
him do it. Then he took a look to see how me and Jim was
getting along with the pens. It was most pesky tedious hard
work and slow, and didn’t give my hands no show to get well
of the sores, and we didn’t seem to make no headway, hardly.
So Tom says: _ .

“I know how to fix it. We got to have a rock for the coat
of arms and mournful inscriptions, and we can kill two birds
with that same rock. There’s a gaudy big grindstone down at
the mill, and we’ll smouch it, and carve the things on it, and
file out the pens and the saw on it, too.”

It warn’t no slouch of an idea ; and it warn’t no slouch of a
grindstone nuther ; but we allowed we'd tackle it. It wam'
quite midnight, yet, so we cleared out for the mill, leaving Jin
at work. 'We smouched the grindstone, and set out to roll her
home, but it was a most nation tough job. Sometimes, do
what we could, we couldn’t keep her from falling over, and she
come mighty near mashing us, every time. Tom said she was
going to get one of us, sure, before we got through. We got
her half way; and then we was plumb played out, and most
drownded with sweat. We see it warn’t no use, we got to g0
and fetch Jim. So he raised up his bed and slid the chain of
of the bed-leg, and wrapt it round and round his neck, and we
crawled out through our hole and down there, and Jim and me
laid into that grindstone and walked her along like nothing;
and Tom superintended. He could out-superintend any boy
ever see. He knowed how to do everything.

Our hole was pretty big, but it warn’t big'enough to get
the grindstone through ; but Jim he took the pick and soon
made it big enough. Then Tom marked out them things on
it with the nail, and set Jim to work on them, with the nail for
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a chisel and an iron bolt from the rubbage in the lean-to for a
hammer, and told him to work till the rest of his candle quit
on him, and then he could go to bed, and hide the grindstone
under his straw tick and sleep on it. Then we helped him fix
his chain back on the bed-leg, and was ready for bed ourselves.
But Tom thought of something, and says:

A TOUGH JOB.

“You got any spiders in here, Jim ?”

“No, sah, thanks to goodness I hain’t, Mars Tom.”

« All right, we’ll get you some.”

“ But bless you, honey, I doan’ want none. I's afeard un
um. I jis’’s soon have rattlesnakes aroun’.”
Tom thought a minute or two, and says:
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“It’s a good idea. And I reckon it’s been done. It must
a been done ; it stands to reason. Yes, it’s a prime good idea.
Where could you keep it ? ”

“ Keep what, Mars Tom ? ”

“ Why, a rattlesnake.”

“De goodness gracious alive, Mars Tom! Why, if dey was
a rattlesnake to come in heah, I'd take en bust right out thno
dat log wall, I would, wid my head.”

“Why, Jim, you wouldn’t be afraid of it, after a little.
You could tame it.”

“ Tame it !”

¢ Yes—easy enongh. Every animal is grateful for kindness
and petting, and they wouldn’t think of hurting a person that
pets them. Any book will tell you that. You try—that’s all
I ask; just try for two or three days. Why, you can get him
50, in a little while, that he’ll love you; and sleep with you;
and won’t stay away from you a minute ; and will let you wrap
him round your neck and put his head in your mouth.”

« Please, Mars Tom—doan’ talk so! 1 can’t stan’ it!
He'd let me shove his head in my mouf—fer a favour, hain't
it? Ilay he’d wait a pow’ful long time ’fo’ I ast him. En
mo’ en dat, I doan’ want him to sleep wid me.”

¢ Jim, don’t act so foolish. A prisoner’s got to have some
kind of a dumb pet, and if a rattlesnake hain’t ever been tried,
why, ther’s more glory to be gained in your being the first to
ever try it than any other way you could ever think of to save
your life.”

“ Why, Mars Tom, I doan’ want no sich glory. Snake
take 'n bite Jim’s chin off, den whah is de glory? No, sah, |
doan’ want no sich doin’s.”

Blame it, can’t you try? I only want you to try—you
needn’t keep it up if it don’t work.”

¢ But de trouble all done, ef de snake bite me while I's a
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tryin’ him. Mars Tom, I's willin’ to tackle mos’ anything ’at
ain’t onreasonable, but ef you en Huck fetches a rattlesnake in
heah for me to tame, I's gwyne to leave, dat’s shore.”

¢ Well, then, let it go,let it go, if you're so bullheaded about
it. 'We can get you some garter-snakes and you can tie some
buttons on their tails, and let on they’re rattlesnakes, and I
reckon that’ll have to do.”

“I k'n stan’ dem, Mars Tom, but blame’ ’f I couldn’ get

BUTTONS ON THEIR TAILS.

along widout um, I tell you dat. I never knowed b’fo’,’t was
so much bother and trouble to be a prisoner.”

“Well, it always is, when it’s done right. You got any
rats around here ?”

“No, sah, I hain’t seed none.”

“Well, we’ll get you some rats.”

“ Why, Mars Tom, I doan’ want no rats. Dey’s de dad-
blamedest creturs to ’sturb a body, en rustle roun’ over ’im, en
bite his feet, when he’s tryin’ to sleep, I ever see. No, sah,
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gimme g’yarter-snakes ’f I's got to have 'm, but doan’ gimme
no rats, I ain’ got no use fr um, skasely.”

“But Jim, you got to have ’em—they all do. Sodon’t make
no more fuss about it. Prisoners ain’t ever without rats.
There ain’t no instance of it. And they train them, and pet
them, and learn them tricks, and they get to be as sociable as
flies. But you got to play music to them. You got anything
to play music on ?”

“T ain’ got nuffn but a coase comb en a piece o’ paper, en
a juice-harp; but I reck’'n dey wouldn’take no stock in a juice-
harp.”

“ Yes they would. They don’t care what kind of music ’tis.
A jew-sharp’s plenty good enough for a rat. All animals likes
music—in a prison they dote on it. Specially, painful music;
and you can’t get no other kind out of a jews-harp. " It always
interests them ; they come out to see what's the matter with
you. Yes, you're all right ; you're fixed very well. You want
to set on your bed, nights, before you go to sleep, and early in
the mornings, and play your jews-harp ; play The Last Link is
Broken—that’s the thing that’ll scoop a rat, quicker’n anything
else ; and when you've played about two minutes, you'll see all
the rats, and the snakes, and spiders, and things begin to feel
worried about you, and come. And they’ll just fairly swarm
over you, and have a noble good time.”

“ Yes, dey will, I reck’'n, Mars Tom, but what kine er time
is Jim havin’? Blest if I kin see de pint. But I'll do it ef I
got to. I reck’n I better keep de animals satisfied, en not
have no trouble in de house.”

Tom waited to think over, and see if there wasn’t nothing
else ; and pretty soon he says:

¢ Oh—there’s one thing I forgot. Could you raise a flower
here, do you reckon ? ”

“I doan’ know but maybe I could, Mars Tom ; but it’s
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tolable dark in heah, en I ain’ got no use fr no flower, nohow,
en she'd be a pow’ful sight o’ trouble.” :

¢« Well, you try it, anyway. Some other prisoners has
done it.”

¢ One er dem big cat-tail-lookin’ mullen-stalks would grow in
heah, Mars Tom, I reck’n, but she wouldn’ be wuth half de
trouble she’d coss.’

¢ Don’t you believe it. We'll fetch you a little one,and you

p—

P

IRRIGATION,

plant it in the corner, over there, and raise it. And don’t call
it mullen, call it Pitchiola—that’s its right name, when it’s in
a prison. And you want to water it with your tears.”

“ Why, I got plenty spring water, Mars Tom.”

“You don’t want spring water ; you want to water it with
your tears. It’s the way they always do.”

“ Why, Mars Tom, I lay I kin raise one er dem mullen-
stalks twyste wid spring water whiles another man’s a start'n
one wid tears.”
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“That ain’t the idea. You got to do it with tears.”

“She’ll die on my han’s, Mars Tom, she sholy will ; kase I
doan’ skasely ever cry.” .

So Tom was stumped. But he studied it over, and then
said Jim would have to worry along the best he could with an
onion. He promised he would go to the nigger cabins and
drop one, private, in Jim’s coffee pot, in the morning. Jim
said he would *jis’ ’s soon have tobacker in his coffee;” and
found so much fault with it, and with the work and bother of
raising the mullen, and jews-harping the rats, and petting
and flattering up the snakes and spiders and things, on top
of all the other work he had to do on pens, and inscriptions,
and journals, and things, which made it more trouble and
worry and responsibility to be a prisoner than anything he
ever undertook, that Tom most lost all patience with him;
and said he was just loadened down with more gaudier
chances than a prisoner ever had in the world to make a
name for himself, and yet he didn’t know enough to appre-
ciate them, and they was just about wasted on him. So Jim
he was sorry, and said he wouldn’t behave so no more, and then
me and Tom shoved for bed.



Th@btex‘ KA

KEEPING OFF DULL TIMES.

‘N the morning we went up to
- the village and bought a wire

rat trap and fetched it down,
and unstopped the best rat
hole, and in about an hour we
had fifteen of the bulliest kind
of ones; and then we took it
and put it in a safe place under
Aunt Sally’s bed. But while
we was gone for spiders, little
Thomas Franklin Benjamin
Jefferson Elexander Phelps
found it there, and opened the
door of it to see if the rats
would come out, and they
did; and Aunt Sally she come
in, and when we got back she
was a standing on top of the
bed raising Cain, and the rats
was doing what they could to

keep off the dull times for her. So she took and dusted us both
with the hickry, and we was as much as two hours catching
another fifteen or sixteen, drat that meddlesome cub, and they
warn’t the likeliest, nuther, because the first haul was the pick
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of the flock. I never see a likelier lot of rats than what that
first haul was.

We got a splendid stock of sorted spiders, and bugs, and
frogs, and caterpillars, and one thing or another ; and we like-to
got a hornet’s nest, but we didn’t. The family was at home.
We didn’t give it right up, but staid with them as long as we
could ; because we allowed we’d tire them out or they'd got to
tire us out, and they done it. Then we got allycumpain and
rubbed on the places, and was pretty near all right again, but
couldn’t set down convenient. And so we went for the snakes,
and grabbed a couple of dozen garters and house-snakes, and
put them in a bag, and put it in our room, and by that time it
was supper time, and a rattling good honest day’s work ; and
hungry ?>—oh, no, I reckon not! And there warn’t a blessed
snake up there, when we went back—we dido’t half tie the
sack, and they worked out, somehow, and left. But it didn’t
matter much, because they was still on the premises some-
wheres. So we judged we cculd get some of them again. No,
there warn’t no real scarcity of snakes about the house for a
considerble spell. You'd see them dripping from the rafters
and places, every now and then; and they generly landed in
your plate, or down the back of your neck,and most of the time
where you didn’t want them. Well, they was handsome, and
striped, and there warn’t no harm in a million of them ; but
that never made no difference to Aunt Sally, she despised
snakes, be the breed what they might, and she couldn’t stand
them no way you could fix it; and every time one of them
flopped down on her, it didn’t make no difference what she was
doing, she would just lay that work down and light out. I
never see such a woman. And you could hear her whoop to
Jericho. You couldn’t get her to take aholt of one of them
with the tongs. And if she turned over and found one in bed,
she would scramble out and lift a howl that you would think
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the house was afire. She disturbed the old man so, that he
said he could most wish there hadn’t ever been no snakes
created. Why, after every last snake had been gone clear out
of the house for as much as a week, Aunt Sally warn’t over it
yet ; she warn’t near over it; when she was setting thinking
about something, you could touch her on the back of her neck
with a feather and she would jump right out of her stockings.
It was very curious. But Tom said all women was just so.
He said they was made that way ; for some reason or other.
We got a licking every time one of our snakes come in her
wiy; and she allowed these lickings warn’t nothing to what
she would do if we ever loaded up the place again with them.
I didn’t mind the lickings, because they didn’t amount to
nothing ; but I minded the trouble we had, to lay in another
lot. But we got them laid in, and all the other things; and
you never see a cabin as blithesome as Jim’s was when they’d all
swarm out for music and go for him. Jim didn’t like the
spiders, and the spiders didn’t like Jim; and so they’d lay for
him and make it mighty warm for him. And he said that
between the rats, and the snakes, and the grindstone, there
warn’t no room in bed for him, skasely ; and when there was, a
body couldn’t sleep, it was so lively, and it was always lively,
he said, because they never all slept at one time, but took turn
about, so when the snakes was asleep the rats was on deck, and
when the rats turned in the snakes come on watch, so he always
had one gang under him, in his way, and t'other gang having a
circus over him, and if he got up to hunt a new place, the
spiders would take a chance at him as he crossed over. He
said if he ever got out, this time, he wouldn’t ever be a prisoner
“again, not for a salary.
Well, by the end of three weeks, everything was in pretty
good shape. The shirt was sent in early, in a pie, and every
time a rat bit Jim he would get up and write a little in his
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" journal whilst the ink was fresh; the pens was made, the in-
scriptions and so on was all carved on the grindstone ; the bed-
leg was sawed in two, and we had et up the sawdust, and it
give us a most amazing stomach-ache. We reckoned we was
all going to die, but didn’t. It was the most undigestible saw-
dust I ever see ; and Tom said the same. But as I was saying,

SAWDUST DIET.

we'd got all the work done, now, at last ; and we was all pretty
much fagged out, too, but mainly Jim. The old man had
wrote a couple of times to the plantation below Orleans to come
and get their runaway nigger, but hadn’t got no answer, because
there warn’t no such plantation; so he allowed he would ad-
vertise Jim in the St. Louis and New Orleans papers; and
when he mentioned the St. Louis ones, it give me the cold
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shivers, and I see we hadn’t no time to lose. So Tom said,
now for the nonnamous letters.

¢ What’s them ? ” Esays.

¢ Warnings to the people that something is up. Sometimes
it’s done one way, sometimes another. But there’s always
somebody spying around, that gives notice to the governor of
the castle. When Louis XVI. was going to light out of the
Tooleries, a servant girl done it. It’s a very good way, and so
is the nonnamous letters. We’ll use them both. And it’s
usual for the prisoner’s mother to change clothes with him, and
she stays in, and he slides out in her clothes. We'll do that
too.”

“ But looky here, Tom, what do we want to warn anybody
for, that’s something’s up ? Let them find it out for themselves
—it’s their look-out.”

“Yes, I know; but you can’t depend on them. It’s the
way they’ve acted from the very start—Ileft us to do everything.
They’re so confiding and mullet-headed they don’t take notice
of nothing at all. So if we don’t give them notice, there won’t
be nobody nor nothing to interfere with us, and so after all our
hard work and trouble this escape ’1l go off perfectly flat: won’t
amount to nothing—won’t be nothing to it.”

“ Well, as for me, Tom, that’s the way I'd like.”

¢ Shucks,” he says, and looked disgusted. So I says:

“But Iain’t going to make no complaint. Anyway that
suits you suits me. What you going to do about the servant-
girl?”

“You’'ll be her. You slide in, in the middle of the night,
and hook that yaller girl’s frock.”

“Why, Tom, that’ll make trouble next morning; because
of course she prob’bly hain’t got any but that one.”

“T know ; but you don’t want it but fifteen minutes, to
carry the nonnamous letter and shove it under the front door.”
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« All right, then, I'll do it; but I could carry it just as
handy in my own togs.”

“ You wouldn’t look like a servant-girl, then, would you?”

“ No, but there won’t be nobody to see what I look like,
anyway.”

“That ain’t got nothing to do with it. The thing for us
to do, is just to do our duty, and not worry about whether any-
body sees us do it or not. Hain’t you got no principle at all?”

“All nght I ain’t saying nothmg, I'm the servant-girl
Who’s Jim’s mother? ”

“ I'm his mother. I'll hook a gown from Aunt Sally.”

“ Well, then, you’ll have to stay in the cabin when me and
Jim leaves.”

“Not much. TI'll stuff Jim’s clothes full of straw and lay
it on his bed to represent his mother in disguise, and Jim Il
take the nigger woman’s gown off of me and wear it, and we'll
all evade together. When a prisoner of style escapes, it’s called
anevasion. It’salways called so when a king escapes, f'rinstance.
And the same with a king’s son ; it don’t make no difference
whether he’s a natural one or an unnatural one.”

So Tom he wrote the nonnamous letter, and I smouched
the yaller wench’s frock, that night, and put it on, and shoved
it under the front door, the way Tom told me to. It said:

Berare. Trouble is bnn:mg Acep a sharp look-out. UNKNOWN FRIEND.

Next night we stuck a picture which Tom drawed in blood,
of a skull and crossbones, on the front door; and next night
another one of a coffin, on the back door. I never see a family
in such a sweat. They couldn’t a been worse scared if the
place had a been full of ghosts laying for them behind every-
thing and under the beds and shivering through the air. If a
door banged, Aunt Sally she jumped, and said ¢ ouch ! ” if any-
thing fell, she jumped, and said “ ouch !” if you happened to
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touch her, when she warn't noticing, she done the same; she
couldn’t face noway and be satisfied, because she allowed: there
was something behind her every time—so she was always a
whirling around, sudden, and saying “ouch,” and before she’d
get two-thirds around, she’d whirl back again, and say it again;

TROUBLE IS BREWING.

and she was afraid to go to bed, but she dasn’t set up. So the
thing was working very well, Tom said ; he said he never see
a thing work more satisfactory. He said it showed it was done
right.
So he said, now for the grand bulge! So the very next
DD
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morning at the streak of dawn we got another letter ready, and
was wondering what we better do with it, because we heard
them say at supper they was going to have a nigger on watch
at both doors all night. Tom he went down the lightning-rod
to spy around ; and the nigger at the back door was asleep,
and he stuck it in the back of his neck and come back. This
letter said :

Don’t betray me, I wish to be your friend. There is a desprate gang of cut-
throats from orer in the Ingean Territory going to steal your runamway nigger to-
night, and they hare been trying to scare you 30 as you will stay in the house
and not bother them. I am one of the gang, but hare got religgion and wish to
quit it ard lead a honest life again, and will betray the helish design. They
will sneak down from northards, along the fence, at midnight exact, with a
Jalse key, and go in the nigger's cabin to get him. I am to be off a picce and
blow a tin horn if I see any danger; but stead of that, I will BA like a sheep
soon as they get in and not blow at all ; then whilst they are getting his chains
lose, you slip there and lock them in, and can kill them at your leasure. Dor’t
do anything but just the way I am telling you, if you do they will suspicion
something and raize whoopjamborechoo. I d» not wish any reward but to knor

I hare done the right thing.
UNKNOWN FRIEND.



' pretty good,
reakfast, and
y canoe and
T the river a
with a lunch,
a good time,
a look at the
found her all
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1, and found
such a sweat
'y they didn’t
ich end they
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go right off

. - --le minute we
was done supper, and
wouldn’t tell us what

the trouble was, and never let on a word about the new letter,

but didn’t need to, because we knowed as much about it as any-
body did, and as soon as we was half upstairs and her back
was turned, we slid for the cellar cubboard and loaded up a good
lunch and took it up to our room and went to bed, and got up

PD 2
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about half-past eleven, and Tom put on Aunt Sally’s dress
that he stole and was going to start with the lunch, but says:
“Where’s the butter ? ”
“1 laid out a hunk of it,” I says, “ on a piece of a corn-
pone.” A 4
“ Well, you left it laid out, then—it ain’t here.”

“ We can get along without it,” I ~ays.

“We can get along with it, too,” he says; “just you slide
down cellar and fetch it. And then mosey right down the
lightning-rod and come along. I'll go and stuff the straw into
Jim’s clothes to represent his mother in disguise, and be ready
to ba like a sheep and shove soon as you get there.”

So out he went, and down cellar went I. The hunk of
butter, big as a person’s fist, was where I had left it, so I took
up the slab of corn-pone with it on, and blowed out my light,
and started upstairs, very stealthy, and got up to the main
floor all right, but here comes Aunt Sally with a candle, and I
clapped the truck in my hat, and clapped my hat on my head,
and the next second she see me ; and she says:

“You been down cellar? ”

“Yes'm.”

“ What you been doing down there ?”

¢« Noth’n.”

¢ Noth'n !”

“No'm.”

“Well, then, what po:sessed you to go down there, this
time of night ? ”

“Idon’t know'm.”

“You don’t know? Don’t answer me that way, Tom, I
want to know what you been doing down there?”

. “I hain’t been doing a single thing, Aunt Sally, I hope to
gracious if I have.”

" I reckoned she'd let me g0, now, and as a generl thing she
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would ; but I s’pose there was so many strange things going on
she was just in a sweat about every little thing that warn’t
yard-stick straight ; so she says, very decided:

““You just march into that setting-room and stay there till
I come. You been up to something you no business to, and I
lay I'll find out what it is before 'm done with you.”

So she went away as I opened the door and walked into the

EVERY ONE HAD A GUN,

setting-room. My, but there was a crowd there! Fifteen
farmers, and every one of them had a gun. I was most power-
ful sick, and slunk to a chair and set down. They was setting
around, some of them talking a little, in a low voice, and all of
them fidgety and uneasy, but trying to look like they warn’t ;
but I knowed they was, because they was always taking off
their hats, and putting them on, and scratching their heads,
and changing their seats, and fumbling with their buttons.
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I warn't easy myself but T dldnt take my hat off, all the
same.

I did wish Aunt Sally would come, and get done with  me,
and lick me, if she wanted to, and let me get away and tell
Tom how we'd overdone this thing, and what a thundering
hornet’s nest we’d got ourselves into, so we could stop fooling:
around, straight off, and clear out with Jim before these rips
got out of patience and come for us.

At last she come, and begun to ask me questions, but I
couldn’'t answer them straight, I didn’t know which end of me
was up ; because these men was in such a fidget now, that some
was wanting to start right now and lay;for them desperadoes,
and saying it warn’t but*a few minutes to midnight; and
others was trying to get them to hold on and wait for the
sheep-signal ; and here was aunty pegging away at the ques-
tions, and me a shaking all over and ready to sink down in my
tracks I was that scared; and the place getting hotter and
hotter, and the butter beginning to melt and run down my
neck and behind my ears; and pretty soon, when one of them
says, “ I’m for going and getting in the cabin first, and right
now, and catching them when they come,” I most. dropped ;
and a streak of butter come a trickling down my forehead, and
Aunt Sally she see it, and turns white as a sheet, and says:

“For the land’s sake what 4s the matter with the child '—
he’s got the brain fever as shore as you're born, and they're
oozing out!”

And everybody runs to see, and she snatches off my hat,
and out comes the bread, and what was left of the butter, and
she grabbed me, and hugged me, and says:

“Oh, what a turn you did give me! and how glad and’
grateful I am it ain’t no worse; for luck’s against us, and it
never rains but it pours, and when I see that track I thought
we'd lost you, for I knowed by the colour and all, it was just -
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like your brains would be if—  Dear, dear, whydn’t you "tell
me that was what you’d been down there for, I wouldn’t a cared.
Now cler out to bed, and don’t lemme see no more of you till
morning ! ”

I was upstairs in a second, and down the lightning-rod in
another one, and shinning through the dark for the lean-to. I
couldn’t hardly get my words out, I was so anxious; but I
told Tom as quick as I could, we must jump for it, now, and
not a minute to lose—the house full of men, yonder, with
guns !

His eyes just blazed ; and he says:

“No!—is that so? Ain’tit bully! Why, Huck, if it was
to do over again, I bet I could fetch two hundred! If we could
put it off till ?

“Hurry ! hurry!” I says. “ Where's Jim ?”

« Right at your elbow ; if you reach out your arm you can
touch him. He's dressed, and everything’s ready. Now we’ll
slide out and give the sheep-signal.”

But then we heard the tramp of men, coming to the door,
and heard them begin to fumble with the padlock ; and heard
a man say :

“I told you we'd be too soon; they haven’t come—the
door is locked. Here, I'll lock some of you into the cabin and
you lay for ’em in the dark and kill ’em when they come ; and
the rest scatter around a piece, and listen if you can hear ’em
coming.”

So in they come, but couldn’t see us in the dark, and most
trod on us whilst we was hustling to get under the bed. But
we got under all right, and out through the hole, swift but-
soft—Jim first, me next, and Tom last, which was according to
Tom’s orders. Now we was in the lean-to, and heard trampings
close by outside. So we crept to the door, and Tom stopped
us there and put his eye to the orack, but couldn’t make out
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nothing, it was so dark ; and whispered and said he would listen
for the steps to get further, and when he nudged us Jim must
glide out first, and him last. So he set his ear to the crack
and listened, and listened, and listened, and the steps a scraping
around, out there, all the time; and at last he nudged us, and

TOM CAUGHT ON A SPLINTER.

we slid out, and stooped down, not breathing, and not making
the least noise, and slipped stealthy towards the fence, in Injun
file, and got to it, all right,and me and Jim over it ; but Tom’s
britches catched fast on a splinter on the top rail, and then he
hear the steps coming, so he had to pull loose, which snapped
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the splinter and made a noise ; and as he dropped in our tracks
and started, somebody sings out :

“ Who'’s that? Answer, or I'll shoot!”

But we didn’t answer; we just unfurled our heels and
shoved. Then there was a rush, and a bang, bang, bang ! and
the bullets fairly whizzed around us! We heard them sing
out :

« Here they are! They’ve broke for the river! after ’em,
boys! And turn loose the dogs!”

So here they come, full tilt. We could hear them, because
they wore boots, and yelled, but we didn’t wear no boots, and
didn’t yell. We was in the path to the mill; and when they
got pretty close on to us, we dodged into the bush and let them
go by, and then dropped in behind them. They’d had all the
dogs shut up, so they wouldr’t scare off the robbers; but by
this time somebody had let them loose, and here they come,
making pow-wow enough for a million ; but they was our dogs ;
so we stopped in our tracks till they catched up; and when
they see it warn’t nobody but us, and no excitement to offer
them, they only just said howdy, and tore right ahead towards
the shouting and clattering ; and then we up steam again and
whizzed along after them till we was nearly to the mill, and
then struck up through the bush to where my canoe was tied,
and hopped in and pulled for dear life towards the middle of
the river, but didn’t make no more noise than we was obleeged
to. Then we struck out, easy and comfortable, for the island
where my raft was; and we could hear them yelling and bark-
ing at each other all up und down the bank, till we was so far
away the sounds got dim and died out. And when we stepped
on to the raft, I says:

« Now, old Jim, you're a free man again, ard I bet you
won’t ever be a slave no more.”

“ En a mighty good job it wuz, too, Huck. It uz planned
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beautiful, en it "uz done beautiful ; en dey ain’t nobody kin git
up a plan dat’s mo’ mixed-up en splendid den what dat one
wuz.” )

We was all as glad as we could be, but Tom was the glad-
dest of all, because he had a bullet in the calf of his leg.

When me and Jim heard that, we didn’t feel so brash as
what we did before. It was hurting him considerble, and
bleeding ; so we laid him in the wigwam and tore up one of
the duke’s shirts for to bandage him, but he says:

“Gimme the rags, I can do it myself. Don’t stop, now ;
don’t fool around here, and the evasion booming along so hand-
some ; man the sweeps, and set her loose ! Boys, we done it
elegant ! —'deed we did. I wish we'd a had the handling of
Louis XVI., there wouldn’t a been no ¢Son of Saint Louis,
ascend to heaven !’ wrote down in kis biography : no, sir, we’d
a whooped him over the border—that’s what we’d a done with
him—and done it just as slick as nothing at all, too. Man the
sweeps—man the sweeps!”

But me and Jim was consulting—and thinking. And after
we'd thought a minute, T says:

“Say, it Jim.”

So he says:

“ Well, den, dis is de way it look to me, Huck. Ef it wuz
him dat 'uz bein’ sot free, en one er de boys wuz to git shot,
would he say, ¢Go on en save me, nemmine ’bout a doctor f’r
to save dis one?’ Is dat like Mars Tom Sawyer? Would he
say'dat? You bet he wouldn’t! Well, den, is Jim gwyne to
say it ? No,.sah—1I doan’ budge a step out’n dis place, ’dout a
doctor ; not if it’s forty year!”

I knowed he was white inside, and I reckoned he’d say what
he did say—so it was all right, now, and I told Tom I was
agoing for a doctor. He raised considerble row about it, but:
me and Jim stuck to it and wouldn’t budge ; so:he was for
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crawling out and setting the raft loose himself ; but we wouldn’t
let him. Then he give us a piece of his mind—but it didn’t do
no good.

So when he sees me getting the canoe ready, he says:

“ Well, then, if you’re bound to go, I'll tell you the way to

JIM ADVISES A DOCTOR.

do, when you get to the village. Shut the door, and blindfold
the doctor tight and fast, and make him swear to be silent as
the grave,and put a purse full of gold in his hand, and then take
and lead him all around the back alleys and everywheres, in the
dark, and then fetch him here in the canoe, in a roundabout
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way amongst the islands, and search him, and t{ake his chalk
away from him, and don’t give it back to him till you get him
back to the village, or else he will chalk this raft so he can find
it again. It’s the way they all do.”

So I said I would, and left, and Jim was to hide in the
woods when he see the doctor coming, till he was gone again.



+ Chapter XLI

Tb& doctor was an old man;
a very nmice, kind-look-
ing old man, when I got
him up. I told him me
and my brother was over
on Spanish Island hunting,
yesterday afternoon, and
camped on a piece of a raft
we found, and about mid-
night he must a kicked his
gun in his dreams, for it
went off and shot him in
the leg, and we wanted him
to go over there and fix it
and not say nothing about
it, nor let anybody know,
because we wanted to come
home this evening, and surprise the folks.

“ Who is your folks ? ” he says.

“The Phelpses, down yonder.”

% (Oh,” he says. And after a minute, he says: “ How'd you
say he got shot?”

“He had a dream,” I says, “and it shot him.”

“Singular dream,” he says.

THE DOCTOR.
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So he lit up his lantern, and got his saddle-bags, and we
started. But when he see the canoe, he didn’t like the look of
her—said she was big enough for one, but didn’t look pretty
safe for two. I says:

“Oh, you needn't be afeard, sir, she carried the three of
us, easy enough.”

“ What three ? ”

“ Why, me and Sid, and— and—and the guns ; that’s what
I mean.”

"¢ Oh,” he says.

But he put his foot on the gunnel, and rocked her; and
shook his head, and said he reckomed he’d look around for a
bigger one. But they was all locked and chained ; so he took
my canoe, and said for me to wait till he come back, or I could
hunt around further, or maybe I better go down home and get
them ready for the surprise, if I wanted to. But I said I
didn’t; so I told him just how to find the raft, and then he
started.

I struck an idea, pretty soon. I says to myself, spos’n he
can’t fix that leg just in three shakes of a sheep’s tail, as the
saying is ? spos'n it takes him three or four days? What are
we going to do?—lay around there till he lets the cat out _gf
the bag? No, sir, I know what I'll do. TI’ll wait, and when
he comes back, if he says he’s got to go any more, I'll get down
there, too, if I swim; and we'll take and tie him, and keep
him, and shove out down the river ; and when Tom’s done with
him, we’ll give him what it’s worth, or all we got, and then let
him get ashore.

So then I crept into a lumber pile to get some sleep ; and
next time I waked up the sun was away up over my head! I
shot out and went for the doctor’s house, but they told me he’d
gone away in the night, some time or other, and warn’t back
yet. Well, thinks I, that looks powerful bad for Tom, and I'll
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dig out for the island, right off. So away I shoved, and turned
the corner, and nearly rammed my head into Uncle Silas’s
stomach! He says:
% Why, Tom! Where you been, all this time, you rascal ? ”
¢ I hain’t been nowheres,” I says, “only just hunting for
the runaway nigger—me and Sid.”

UNCLE SILAS IN DANGER.

“ Why, where ever did you go?” he says. “Your aunt’s
been mighty uneasy.”

“She needn’t,” I says, ‘“because we was all right. We
followed the men and the dogs, but they outrun us, and we

.
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lost them ; but we thought we heard them on the water, so we
got a canoe and took out after them, and crossed over but
couldn’t find nothing of them ; so we cruised along up-shore
till we got kind of tired and beat out.; and tied up the canoe
and went to sleep, and never waked up till about an hour ago,
then we paddled over here to hear the news, and Sid’s at the
post-office to see what he can hear, and I'm a branching out to
get something to eat for us, and then we're going home.”

So then we went to the post-office to get ¢ Sid ”; but just
as I suspicioned, he warn’t there; sothe old man he got a letter
out of the office, and we waited a while longer but Sid didn't
come; so the old man said come along, let Sid foot it home, or
canoe-it, when he got done fooling around—but we would ride.

I couldn’t get him to let me stay and wait for Sid ; and he said
" there warn’t no use in it, and I must come along, and let Aunt
Sally see we was all right.

When we got home, Aunt Sally was that glad to see me
she laughed and cried both, and hugged me, and give me one
of them lickings of hern that don’t amount to shucks, and said
she’d serve Sid the same when he come.

And the place was plumb full of farmers and farmers’ wives,
to dinner; and such another clack a body never heard. Old
Mrs. Hotchkiss was the worst; her tongue was agoing all the
time. She says:

“ Well, Sister Phelps, I've ransacked that-air cabin over an’
I bllieve the nigger was crazy. I says so to Sister Damrell—
didn’t I, Sister Damrell ?—s’I, he’s crazy, s'T—them’s the very
words I said. You all hearn me: he’s crazy, s'I; everything
shows it, 8. Look at that-air grindstone, s’I ; want to tell
me ’t any cretur ’ts in his right mind ’s agoin’ to scrabble all
them crazy things on to a grindstone, ’1? Here sich 'n’ sich 8
person busted his heart ; 'n’ here so 'n’ so pegged along for
thirty-seven year, 'n’ all that—natcherl son o’ Louis somebody,
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’n’ sich everlast'n rubbage. He’s plumb crazy, s’I; it’s what I
says in the fust place, it’s what I says in the middle, 'n’ it’s
what I says last 'n’ all the time—the nigger’s crazy— crazy ’s
Nebokoodneezer, s’1.”

“ An’ look at that-air ladder made out’n rags, Sister Hotch-
kiss,” says old Mrs. Damrell “what in the name o' goodness
could he ever want of-

“The very words I was a-sayin’ no longer ago th’n this
minute to Sister Utterback, 'n’ she’ll tell you so herself. Sh-

OLD MRS. HOTCHKISS,

she, look at that-air rag ladder, sh-she; 'n’ s’I, yes, look at it,
8’I—what could he a;wanted of it,s’T? Sh-she, Sister Hotchkiss,
sh-she

“ But how in the nation’d they ever git that grindstone in
there, any-way ? 'n’ who dug that-air kole? 'n’ who-——"

“ My very words, Brer Penrod! I was a-sayin’—pass that-
air sasser o' m’lasses, won’t ye?—I was a-sayin’ to Sister
Dunlap, jist this minute, how did they git that grindstone in
there, s'l. Without help, mind you—’thout help! Thar’s

EE
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wher’ ’tis. Don’t tell me, s’I; there wuz help, s’I; 'n’ ther’
wuz a plenty help, too, s’I ; ther’s ben a dozen a-helpin’ that
nigger, 'n’ I lay I'd skin every last nigger on this place, but I'd
find out who done it, s’ ; 'n’ moreover, s’I “

“A dozen says you!—forty couldn’t a done everything
that’s been done. Look at them case-knife saws and things,
how tedious they’ve been made ; lock at that bed-leg sawed off
with 'm, a week’s work for six men ; look at that mgger made
out’n straw on the bed; and look at

«¥ou may well say it, Brer Hightower! It’s jist as I was
a-sayin’ to Brer Phelps, his own self. S, what do you think
of it, Sister Hotchkiss, s'e ? think o’ what, Brer Phelps, s’I?
think o’ that bed-leg sawed off that a way, s’e ? think of it,
gI? I lay it never sawed <tself off, s’I—somebody sawed it,
§’I; that’s my opinion, take it or leave it, it mayn’t be no
’count, s’I, but sich as ’t is, it’s my opinion, s’I, 'n’ if anybody
k’n start a better one, §’I, let him do it, s'I, that’s all. I says
to Sister Dunlap, ’I—-"

“ Why, dog my cats, they must a ben a house-full o’ niggers
in there every night for four weeks, to a done all that work, Sister
Phelps. Look at that shirt—every last inch of it kivéred over
with secret African writ'n done with blood! Must a ben a raft
uv 'm at it right along, all the time, amost. Why, I'd give
two dollars to have it read to me; 'n’ as for the niggers that
wrote it, I "low I'd take 'n’ lash m t’l

“People to help him, Brother Marples! Well, I reckon
youw'd think so, if you'd a been in this house for a while back.
Why, they’ve stole everything they could lay their hands on—
and we a watching, all the time, mind you. They stole that
shirt right off o’ the line! and as for that sheet they made the
rag ladder out of ther’ ain’t no telling how many times they
didn’t steal that ; and flour, and candles, and candlesticks, and
spoons, and the old warming-pan, and most a thousand things

\
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that I disremember, now, and my new calico dress; and me,
and Silas, and my Sid and Tom on the constant watch day and
night, as I was a telling you, and not a one of us could catch
hide nor hair, nor sight nor sound of them; and here at the
last minute, lo and behold you, they slides right in under our
noses, and fools us, and not only fools us but the Injun Terri-
‘tory robbers too, and actuly gets away with that nigger, safe
and sound, and that with sixteen men and twenty-two dogs
right on their very heels at that very time! I tell yqu;'it just
‘bangs anything I ever heard of. Why, sperits couldn’t a' done
better, and been no smarter. And I reckon they must a been
sperits— because, you know our dogs, and ther’ ain’t no better ;
well, them dogs never even got on the track of 'm, once! You
explain that to me, if you can !—any of you!”

“Well, it does beat —”

¢ Laws alive, I never

- %S0 help me, I wouldn’t a be——
“ House-thieves as well as ?
¢ Goodnessgracioussakes, I'd a ben afeard to live in sich

¥ .

29
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a ¢
“’Fraid to live!—why, I was that scared I dasn’t hardly go
to bed, or get up, or lay down, or set down, Sister Ridgeway.
Why, they’d steal the very—why, goodness sakes, you can
guess what kind of a fluster 7 was in by the time midnight come,
last night. I hope to gracious if I warn’t afraid they'd steal
some 0’ the family! I was just to that pass, I didn’t have no
reasoning faculties no more. It looks foolish enough, now, in the
day-time ; but I says to myself, there’s my two poor boys asleep,
’way upstairs in that lonesome room, and I declare to goodness
I was that uneasy ’t I crep’ up there and locked ’em in! I did.
And anybody would. Becanse, you know, when you get scared,
that way, and it keeps running on, and getting worse and worse,
all the time, and your wits gets to addling, and you get to doing

ER 2
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all sorts o’ wild things, and by-and-by you think to yourself,
spos’n I was a boy, and was away up there, and the door ain’t
locked, and you——" She stopped, looking kind of wondering,
and then she turned her head around slow, and when her eye
lit on me—I got up and took a walk.

Says I to myself, I can explain better how we come to not
be in that room this morning, if I go out to one side and study
over it a little. So I done it. But I dasn’t go fur, or she’'d a
sent for me. And when it was late in the day, the people all
went, and then I come in and told her the noise and shooting
waked up me and “Sid,” and the door was locked, and we
wanted to see the fun, so we went down the lightning-rod, and
both of us got hurt a little, and we didn’t never want to try
that no more. And then I went on and told her all what I
told Uncle Silas before ; and then she said she’d forgive us,
and maybe it was all right enough anyway, and about what a
body might expect of boys, for all boys was a pretty harum-
scarum lot, as fur as she could see ; and so, as long as no harm
hadn’t come of it, she judged she better put in her time being
grateful we was alive and well and she had us still, stead of
fretting over what was past and done. So then she kissed me,
and patted me on the head, and dropped into a kind of a brown
study ; and pretty soon jumps up, and says:

“ Why, lawsamercy, it’s most night, and Sid not come yet !
What has become of that boy ?”

I see my chance ; so I skips up and says:

“I'll run right up to town and get him,” I says.

“No you won't,” she says. “ You'll stay right wher’ you
are; one’s enough to be lost at a time. If he ain’t here to
supper, your uncle ’ll go.”

Well, he warn’t there to supper; so right after supper -

uncle went.
He come back about ten, a little bit uneasy; hadn’t run

!
J
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across Tom’s track. Aunt Sally was a good deal uneasy; but
Uncle Silas he said there warn’t no occasion to be—boys will be
boys, he said, and you’ll see this one turn up in the morning,
all sound and right. So she had to be satisfied. But she said
she’d set up for him a while, anyway, and keep a light
burning, so he could see it.

AUNT SALLY TALKS TO HUCK.

And then when I went up to bed she come up with me and
fetched her candle, and tucked me in, and mothered me so
good I felt mean, and like I couldn’t look her in the face ; and
she set down on the bed and talked with me a long time, and
said what a splendid boy Sid was, and didn’t seem to want to
ever stop talking about him ; and kept asking me every now
and then, if I reckoned he could a got lost, or hurt, or maybe
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drownded, and might be laying at this minute, somewheres,
suffering or dead, and she not by him to help him, and so the
tears would drip down, silent, and I would tell her that Sid was all -
right, and would be home in the morning, sure ; and she would .
squeeze my hand, or maybe kiss me, and tell me to say it again,
and keep on saying it, because it done her good, and she was in
-s0 much trouble. And when she was going away, she looked
down in my eyes, so steady and gentle, and says:

“The door ain’t going to be locked, Tom ; and there’s the
window and the rod ; but you'll be good, won’t you? And you
won’t go? For my sake.”

Laws knows I wanted to go, bad enough, to see about Tom,
and was all intending to go ; but after that, I wouldn’t a went,
not for kingdoms.

But she was on my mind, and Tom was on my mind ; so I
slept very restless. And twice I went down the rod, away in
the night, and slipped around front, and see her setting there
by her candle in the window with her eyes towards the road
and the tears in them ; and I wished I could do something for
her, but I couldn’t, only to swear that I wouldn’t never do
nothing to grieve her any more. And the third time, I waked
up at dawn, and slid down, and she was there yet, and her candle
was most out, and her old gray head was resting on her hand,
and she was asleep.



Chapter<XLII

old man was up town

TOM SAWYER WOUXNDED.

¢ No, you didn’t give me no letter.”
“ Well, I must a forgot it.”

again, before breakfast,
but couldn’t get mno
track of Tom; and
both of them set at
the table, thinking,
and not saying no-
thing, and looking
mournful, and their
coffee getting cold,
and not eat anything.
And by-and-by the old’
man says :

“Did I give you
the letter ? ”

“What letter?”

“The one I got
yesterday out of the
post-office.”

So he rummaged his pockets, and then went off somewheres
where he had laid it down, and fetched it, and give it to her.

She says:
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“ Why it’s from St. Petersburg—it’s from Sis.”

I allowed another walk would do me good; but I couldn’t
stir. But before she could break it open, she dropped it and
run—for she see something. And so did I. It was Tom Saw-
yer on a mattress ; and that old doctor; and Jim, in ker calico
dress, with his hands tied behind him ; and a lot of people. I
hid the letter behind the first thing that come handy, and
rushed. She flung herself at Tom, crying, and says:

¢ Oh, he’s dead, he’s dead, I know he’s dead !”

And Tom he turned his head a little, and muttered some-
thing or other, which showed he warn’t in his right mind ;
then she flung up her hands, and says:

“He’s alive, thank God! And that’s enough!” and she
snatched a kiss of him, and flew for the house to get the bed
ready, and scattering orders right and left at the niggers and
everybody else, as fast as her tongue could go, every jump of
the way.

I followed the men to see what they was going to do with
Jim ; and the old doctor and uncle Silas followed after Tom
into the house. The men was very huffy, and some of them
wanted to hang Jim, for an example to all the other niggers
around there, so they wouldn't be trying to run away, like Jim
done, and making such a raft of trouble, and keeping a whole
family scared most to death for days and nights. But the
others said, don’t do it, it wouldn’t answer at all, he ain’t our
nigger, and his owner would turn up and make us pay for him,
sure. So that cooled them down a little, because the people
that’s always the most anxious for to hang a nigger that hain't
done just right, is always the very ones that ain’t the most
anxious to pay for him when they’ve got their satisfaction out
of him.

They cussed Jim considerble, though, and give him a cuff
or two, side the head, once in a while, but Jim never said
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nothing, and he never let on to know me, and they took him
to the same cabin, and put his own clothes on him, and chained
him again, and not to no bed-leg, this time, but to a big staple
drove into the bottom log, and chained his hands, too, and
both legs, and said he warn’t to have nothing but bread and
water to eat, after this, till his owner come or he was sold at
auction, because he didn’t come in a certain length of time,
-and filled up our hole, and said a couple of farmers with guns
must stand watch around about the cabin every night, and a
bull-dog tied to the door in the day-time ; and about this time
they was through with the job and was tapering off with a kind
of generl good-bye cussing, and then the old doctor comes and
takes a look, and says:

“Don’t be no rougher on him than you’re obleeged to,
because he ain’t a bad nigger. When I got to where I found
the boy, I see I couldn’t cut the bullet out without some help,
and he warn’t in no condition for me to leave, to go and get
help; and he got a little worse and a little worse, and after a
long time he went out of his head, and wouldn’t let me come
anigh him, any more, and said if I chalked his raft he’'d kill
me, and no end of wild foolishness like that, and I see I couldn’t
do anything at all with him; so I says, I got to have help,
somehow ; and the minute I says it, out crawls this nigger from
somewheres, and says he’ll help, and he done it, too, and done
it very well. Of course I judged he must be a runaway nigger,
and there I was! and there I had to stick, right straight along
all the rest of the day, and all night. It was a fix, I tell you!
I had a couple of patients with the chills, and of course I'd of
liked to run up to town and see them, but I dasn’t, because the
nigger might get away, and then I'd be to blame; and yet
never a skiff come close enough for me to hail. So there I had
to stick, plumb till daylight this morning ; and I never see a
nigger that was a better nuss or_faithfuller, and yet he was
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resking his freedom to do it, and was all tired out, too, and I
see plain enough he’d been worked main hard, lately. I liked
the nigger for that; I tell you, gentlemen, a nigger like that
is worth a thousand dollars—and kind treatment, too. I had
everything I needed, and the boy was doing as well there as he
would a done at home —better, maybe, because it was so quiet ;

THE DOCTOR SPEAKS FOR JIM.

but there I was, with both of 'm on my hands; and there I
had to stick, till about dawn this morning ; then some men in
a skiff come by, and as good luck would have it, the nigger
was setting by the pallet with his head propped on his knees,
sound asleep ; so I motioned them in, quiet, and they slipped
up on him and grabbed him and tied him before he knowed
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what he was about, and we never had no trouble. And the boy
being in a kind of a flighty sleep, too, we muffled the oars and
hitched the raft on, and towed her over very nice and quiet, and
the nigger never made the least row nor said a word, from the
start. He ain’t no bad nigger, gentlemen ; that’s what I think
about him.”

Somebody says :

“Well, it sounds very good, doctor, I'm obleeged to say.”

Then the others softened up a little, too, and I was mighty
thankful to that old doctor for doing Jim that good turn ; and
I was glad it was according to my judgment of him, too;
because I thought he had a good heart in him and was a good
man, the first time I see him. Then they all agreed that Jim
had acted very well, and was deserving to have some notice
took of it, and reward. So every one of them promised, right
out and hearty, that they wouldn’t cuss him no more.

Then they come out and locked him up. I hoped they was
going to say he could have one or two of the chains took off,
because they was rotten heavy, or could have meat and greens
with his bread and water, but they didn’t think of it, and I
reckoned it warn’t best for me to mix in, but I judged I'd get
the doctor’s yarn to Aunt Sally, somehow or other, as soon as
I'd got through the breakers that was laying just ahead of
me. Explanations, I mean, of how I forgot to mention about
Sid being shot, when I was telling how him and me put in that
dratted night paddling around hunting the runaway nigger.

But I had plenty time. Aunt Sally she stuck to the sick-
room all day and all night; and every time I see Uncle Silas
mooning around, I dodged him.

Next morning I heard Tom was a good deal better, and
they said Aunt Sally was gone to get a nap. So I slips to the
sick-room, and if I found him awake I reckoned we could put
up a yarn for the family that would wash. But he was sleeping,
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and sleeping very peaceful, too; and pale, not fire-faced the
way he was when he come. So I set down and laid for him to
wake. In about a half an hour, Aunt Sally comes gliding in,
and there I was, up a stump again! She motioned me to be
still, and set down by me, and begun to whisper, and said we
could all be joyful now, because all the symptoms was first rate,
and he’d been sleeping like that for ever so long, and looking
better and peacefuller all the time, and ten to one he’d wake
up in his right mind.

So we set there watching, and by-and-by he stirs a bit, and
opened his eyes very natural, and takes a look, and says:

“ Hello, why I'm at home! How’s that ? Where’s the raft ? ”

“It’s all right,” I says.

“And Jim ?”

““The same,” I says, but couldn’t say it pretty brash. But
he never noticed, but says :

“Good! Splendid! Now we're all right and safe! Did
you tell aunty ? ”

I was going to say yes; but she chipped in and says:

“ About what, Sid ?”

“ Why, about the way the whole thing was done.”

“ What whole thing ?” _

“ Why, the whole thing. There ain’t but one ; how we set
the runaway nigger free—me and Tom.”

“Good land! Set the run— What s the child talking
about! Dear, dear, out of his head again!”

% No, I ain’t out of my HEAD ; I know all what I'm talking
about. We did set him free—me and Tom. We laid out to do it,
and we done it. And we done it elegant, too.” He’d got a start,
and she never checked him up, just set and stared and stared,
and let him clip along, and I see it warn’t no use for me to put
in. “Why, Aunty, it cost us a power of work—weeks of it—
hours and hours, every night, whilst you was all asleep. And
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we had to steal candles, and the sheet, and the shirt, and your
dress, and spoons, and tin plates, and case-knives, and the
warming-pan, and the grindstone, and flour, and just no end of
things, and you can’t think what work it was to make the
saws, and pens, and inscriptions, and one thing or another, and
you can’t think half the fun it was. And we had to make up
the pictures of coffins and things, and nonnamous letters from
the robbers, and get up and down the lightning-rod, and dig
the hole into the cabin, and make the rope-ladder and send it
in cooked up in a pie, and send in spoons and things to work
with, in your apron pocket ”
« Mercy sakes!”
. «“and load up the cabin with rats and snakes and so
on, for company for Jim ; and then you kept Tom here so long
with the butter in his hat that you come near spiling the whole
business, because the men come before we was out of the cabin,
and we had to rush, and they heard us and let drive at us, and
I got my share, and we dodged out of the path and let them
go by, and when the dogs come they warn’t interested in us,
but went for the most noise, and we got our canoe, and made
for the raft, and was all safe, and Jim was a free man, and we
-done it-all by ourselves, and wasn’t it bully, Aunty!”
<« Well, I never heard the likes of it in all my born days!
So it was you, you little rapscallions, that’s been making all this
trouble, and turned everybody’s wits clean inside out and scared
us all most to death. I've as good a notion as ever I had in my
life, to take it out o’ you this very minute. To think, here I've
been, night after night, a—you just get well once, you young
scamp, and I lay I'll tan the Old Harry out o’ both o’ ye!”
But Tom, he was so proud and joyful, he just couldn’t hold
in, and his tongue just went it—she a-chipping in, and spit-
ting fire all along, and both of them going it at once, like a cat~
convention ; and she says: :
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“ Well, you get all the enjoyment you can out of it
now, for mind I tell you if I catch you meddling with him
again—

¢« Meddling with who?” Tom says, dropping his smile, and
looking surprised.

“With who? Why, the runaway nigger, of course. Who'd
you reckon ?”

TOM ROSE SQUARE UP IN BED.

Tom looks at me very grave, and says :

“Tom, didn’t you just tell me he was all right? Hasn't he
got away? ”

“Him?” says Aunt Sally ; «the runaway nigger ? ’Deed
he hasn’t. - They've got him back, safe and sound, and he’s in
that cabin again, on bread and water, and loaded down with
chains, till he’s claimed or sold !”
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Tom rose square up in bed, with hiseye hot, and his nostrils
opening and shutting like gills, and sings out to me:

¢ They hain’t no right to shut him up! Shove/—and don’t
you lose a minute. Turn him loose ! he ain’t no slave ; he s as
free as any cretur that walks this earth !”

“ What does the child mean ? ”

“I mean every word I say, Aunt Sally, and if somebody don’t
go, I'll go. I’ve knowed him all his life, and so has Tom, there.
01d Miss Watson died two months ago, and she was ashamed
she ever was going to sell him down the river, and said so;
and she set him free in her will.”

“Then what on earth did yow want to set him free for,
seeing he was already free ? ”

“ Well, that 7s a question, I must say; and just like
women! Why, I wanted the adventure of it; and I'd
a waded neck-deep in blood to—goodness alive—AunT
PorLLy!”

If she warn’t standing right there, just inside the door, look-
ing as sweet and contented as an angel half-full of pie, I wish
I may never!

Aunt Sally jumped for her, and most hugged the head off
of her, and cried over her, and I found a good enough place for
me under the bed, for it was getting pretty sultry for us, seemed
tome. And I peeped out, and in a little while Tom’s Aunt Polly
shook herself loose and stood there looking across at Tom over
her spectacles--kind of grinding him into the earth, you know.
And then she says:

“ Yes, you better turn y’r head away—I would if I was you,
Tom.”

“(Qh, deary me!” says Aunt Sally; “us he changed so ?
Why, that ain’t Tom it’s Sid; Tom s—Tom’s—why, where is
Tom ? He was here a minute ago.”

“You mean where’s Huck Finn—that’s what you mean! I
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reckon I hain’t raised such a scamp as my Tom all these years,
not to know him when I see him. That would be a pretty
howdy-do. Come out from under that bed, Huck Finn.”

So I done it. But not feeling brash.

Aunt Sally she was one of the mixed-upest looking persons
I ever see; except one, and that was Uncle Silas, when he
come in, and they told it all to him. It kind of made him
drunk, as you may say, and he didn’t know nothing at all the
rest of the day, and preached a prayer-meeting sermon that
night that give him a rattling ruputation, because the oldest
man in the world couldn’t a understood it. So Tom’s Aunt
Polly, she told all about who I was, and what ; and I had to up
and tell how I was in such a tight place that when Mrs. Phelps
took me for Tom Sawyer—she chipped in and says, ¢ Oh, go on
and call me Aunt Sally, I’'m used to it, now, and ’tain’t no need
to change ”—that when Aunt Sally took me for Tom Sawyer, I
had to stand it—there warn’t no other way, and I knowed he
wouldn't mind, because it would be nuts for him, being a
mystery, and he’d make an adventure out of it and be perfectly
satisfied. And so it turned out, and he let on to be Sid, and
made things as soft as he could for me.

And his Aunt Polly she said Tom was i'ight about old Miss
Watson setting Jim free in her will; and so, sure enough, Tom
Sawyer had gone and took all that trouble and bother to set a
free nigger free! and I couldn’t ever understand, before, until
that minute and that talk, how he could help a body set a
nigger free, with his bringing-up.

Well, Aunt Polly she said that when Aunt Sally wrote to
her that Tom and Sid had come, all right and safe, she says to
herself:

“Look at that, now! I might have expected it, letting
him go off that way without anybody to watch him. So now I
got to go and trapse all the way down the river, eleven hundred
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mile, and find out what that creetur's up to, this time ; as long
as I couldn’t seem to get any answer out of you about it.”
“Why, I never heard nothing from you,” says Aunt Sally.
“Well, I wonder! Why, I wrote to you twice, to ask you
what you could mean by Sid being here.”
¢« Well, I never got 'em, Sis.”

% ILAND OUT THEM LETTERs.”

Aunt Polly, she turns around slow. and severe, and says:
“You, Tom!”
“ Well—what ?” he says, kind of pettxsh
“ Don’t you what me, you impudent thing—hand out them
letters.”
“ What letters ? "
FF
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“ Them letters. I be bound, if I have to take aholt of you
r—-r

“They’re in the trunk. There,now. And they’re just the
same as they was when I got them out of the office. I hain't
looked into them, I hain’t touched them. But I knowed
they’d make trouble, and I thought if you warn’t in no hurry,

rd—>

: “Well, you do need skinning, there ain’t no mistake about
it. And I wrote another one to tell you I was coming ; and I
s’pose he ”

“No, it come yesterday; I hain’t read it yet, but <t’s all
right, I've got that one.”

I wanted to offer to bet two dollars she hadn’t, but I reckoned
maybe it was just as safe to not to. So I never said nothing.




OUT OF BONDAGE.

T})e/ first time I catched

Tom, private, I asked
him what was his idea,
time of the evagion?
—what it was he'd
planned to do if the
evasion worked all
right and he managed
to set a nigger free
that was already free
before? And he said,
what he had planned
in his head, from the
start, if we got Jim
out all safe, was for
us to run him down
the river, on the raft,
and have adventures
plumb to the mouth
of the river, and then
tell him about. his

being free, and take him back up home on a steamboat, in
style, and pay him for his lost time, and write word ahead and
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get out all the niggers around, and have them waltz him into
town with a torchlight procession and a brass band, and then
he would be a hero, and so would we. But I reckoned it was
about as well the way it was.

We had Jim out of the chains in no time, and when Aunt Polly
and Uncle Silas and Aunt Sally found out how good he helped
the doctor nurse Tom, they made a heap of fuss over him, and
fixed him up prime, and give him all he wanted to eat,and a
good time, and nothing to do. And we had him up to the

TOM’S LIBERALITY.

sick-room ; and had a high talk; and Tom give Jim forty
dollars for being prisoner for us so patient, and doing it up so
good, and Jim was pleased most to death, and busted out, and

Bays :
¢ Dah, now, Huck, what I tell you ?—what I tell you up
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dah on Jackson islan’? I tole you I got a hairy breas’, en
what’s de sign un it ; en I tole you I ben rich wunst, en gwineter
to be rich agin; en it’s come true; en heah she 48! Dah,
now! doan’ talk to me—signs is signs, mine I tell you; en I
knowed jis’ ’s well ’at I ’uz gwineter be rich agin as I's a
stannin’ heah dis minute ! ”

And then Tom he talked along, and talked along, and says,
le’s all three slide out of here, one of these nights, and get an
outfit, and go for howling adventures amongst the Injuns, over
in the Territory, for a couple of weeks or so; and I says, all
right, that suits me, but I ain’t got no money for to buy the
outfit, and I reckon I couldn’t get none from home, because it’s
likely pap’s been back before now, and got it all away from
Judge Thatcher and drunk it up.

“No he hain’t,” Tom says; “it’s all there, yet—six
thousand dollars and more; and your pap hain’t ever been
back since. Hadn’t when I come away, anyhow.”

Jim says, kind of solemn :

“He ain’t a comin’ back no mo’, Huck.”

I says:

“Why, Jim?”

% Nemmine why, Huck—but he ain’t comin’ back no mo’.”

But I kept at him ; so at last he says:

“Doun’ you ‘'member de house dat was float'n down de river,
en dey wuz a man in dah, kivered up, en I went in en un-
kivered him and didn’ let you come in? Well, den, you k’'n git
yo’ money when you wants it ; kase dat wuz him.”

Tom’s most well, now, and got his bullet around his neck
on a watch-guard for a watch, and is always seeing what time it
is, and so there ain’t nothing more to write about, and I am rotten
glad of it, because if I'd a knowed what a trouble it was to
make a book I wouldn’t a tackled it and ain’t agoing to no more.
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But I reckon I got to light out for the Territory ahead of the
rest, because Aunt Sally she’s going to adopt me and sivilise
‘me, and I can’t stand it. I been there before,

THE END. YOURS TRULY, HUCK FINN.

Spottiswoode & Co. Printers, New-street Square, London.
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“The Reader's Handbook,” separ-
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; half-bound, 9s.

Brewster (SirDavid),Works by:
More Worids than One: The Creed
of the Philosopher and the Hope of
the Christian, With Plates. Post
8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d.

The Martyrs of Sclence: Lives of
GavLiLeo, TycHo BraHEg, and Kep-
LER. With Portraits, Post 8vo, cloth
extra, 48. 6d.

Letters on Natural Magle. A New
Edition, with numerous1lustrations,
and Chapters on the Being and
Faculties of Man, and Additional
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by
{.SA. SMmiTH. Post 8vo, cloth extra,

Brillat-Savarin.—Gastronomy
as a Fine Art. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.
Translated by R. E. ANDERSON, M.A,
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by :

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.
Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. 8vo,

picture cover, 18,
Lindsay’s Luck.
cover, 18,
Pretty Polly Pemhgrton. Fcap. 8vo,
picture cover, 18.

Fcap. 8vo, picture

Buchanan’s (Robert) Works:

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour.
With a Frontispiece b& ARTHUR
Hucnes. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan.
With Frontispiece by T. DALZIEL.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Undertones. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

London Poems. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6.

The Book of Orm. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 68.

White Rose and Red: A Love Story,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Idylis and Legends of Inverburn.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

St. Abe and his Seven Wives: A Tale
of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis-

iece by A. B. HougHTON. Crown
vo, cloth extra, 68.

Robert Buchanan’s Complete Poetl-
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

5 In the press.

The Hebrid Isies: Wanderings in the
Land of Lorne and the Outer He-
brides. With Frontispiece by W,
SmMaLL, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68,

A Poet’s Sketch-Book: Selections
from the Prose Writings of RoBERT
BucHANAN. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 68.

The Shadow of the Sword: A Ro-
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
38s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28.

A Child of Nature: A Romance. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28.

God and the Man : A Romance. With
Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A
Romance. With FrontispiecebyA. W,
CoorER, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38.64;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis-
picce by P, Macnas, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 28.

Annan Water: A Romance,
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.

The New Abelard: A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

Foxglove Manor: A Novel, Three
Vols., crown 8vo.

Burton (Robert):

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A
New Edition, complete, corrected
and enriched by Translations of the
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d.

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an
Abridgment, for popular use, of Buz-
TON’S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Crowan
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Burton (Captain), Works by:
To the Gold Coast for Goid: A Per-
sonal Narrative. By RicHARD F. BUr-
ToN and VERNEY LovETT CAMERON.
‘With Maps and Frontispiece. Two

Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 218. <

The Book of the Sword: Being a
History of the Sword and its Use in
all Countries, from the Earliest
Times. By RicHarD F. BUrTON.
With over 400 Illustrations. Square
8vo, cloth extra, 32s.

Bunyan’s Piigrim’s Progress.
Edited by Rev. T. Scort. With 17
Steel Plates by StoTHARrD, engraved
by GoopaLL, and numerous Woodcuts.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron (Lord):

Byron’s Letters and Journals. With
Notices of his Life. By TuoMaAs
Moore. A Reprint of the Original
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron’s Don Juan. Complete in One
Vol,, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Cameron (Commander) and
Captain Burton.—To the Gold Coast
for Gold: A Personal Narrative. By
Ricarp F. BurToN and VERNEY
LoverTt CaMeroN. With Frontispiece
and Maps. Two Vols.,, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 21s.

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett),
Novels by:
Crown 8vo, clioth extra, 38. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
Jullet’s Guardian.
Decelvers Ever.

Campbell.—White and Biack:
Travels in the United States. By Sir
GEORGE CaMPBELL, M.P. Demy 8vo,
cloth extra, 148.

Carlyle (Thomas):

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re-
coliections. By Moncure D. Con-
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 6s.

On the Cholce of Books. By THoMAS
CARLYLE. With a Life of the Author
by R. H. SHEPHERD. New and Re-
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra,
Illustrated, 1s. 6d.

The Correspondence of Thomas
Carlyleand Ralph Waldo Emerson,
1834 to 1872, KEdited by CHARLES
ELYoT NorToN. With Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248,

Chapman’s (George) Works:
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol. IL,
the Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay b%ALGBR-
NON CHARLES SWINBURNE. ol. III.,
the Translations of the Iliad and Cdys-
scy. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 18s. ; or separately, 6s. each.

Chatto &Jackson.—A Treatise
on Wood Engraving, Historical and
Practical. By WM. ANDREW CHATTO"
and JoHN Jackson. With an_Addi-
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bonn;
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Repriat

of the last Revised Edition, Large
4to, half-bound, 28s.

Chaucer:
Chaucer for Children: A Golden

Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu-
merous  Woodcuts by the Author.
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R.
Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth !mp, 23.6d.

City (The) of Dream : A Poem.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 63. [In the press,

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls:
A Story. By ]. MacLAREN CoOBBAN.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar
Sinister: A Story. By C. ALLsToW
CoLLINs, Post8vo, illustrated bds.,28.

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),

Novels by :

Sweet and Twenty.
trated boards, 2s.

Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28.

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust, -
boards, 28.; cr. 3vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 28.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by :

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 28.; crown 8§vo, cloth
extra, 3s. €d.

Transmigration. Post8vo, illustrated
boards, 238.; crown 8vo, cloth extra,
8s. 6d.

From Midnight to Midnight. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.; crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

A Fight with Fortune.
illustrated boards 28.

Post 8vo, illus-

Post 8vo
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Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.
Each post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28;
cloth Fun , 28. 6d.; or crown Bvo,
cloth extra, lllustrated, 3s. 6d.

Antonina. Illust. by A. CONCANEN,

Basii. Illustrated by Sir Joun GiL-
BERT and J. MAHONEY.

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir
JouN GILBERT and J. MaHONEY.

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir
JouN GILBERT and A. CONCANEN.

Queen of Hearts 1llustrated by Sir
JouN GILBERT and A. CONCANEN.

My Miscellanies. With Illustrations
{y A. CONCANEN, and a Steel-plate
Portrait of WILKIE COLLINS.

The Woman In White. With Illus-
trations by Sir JouN GILBERT and
F. A. FRASER.

The Moonstone. With Illustrations
by G.Du MauriErRand F. A, FRASER.

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. SMaLL,

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and EDWARD
HuGHES.

Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by
S. L. FiLpes and HENRY WooODS.
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by
G. Du Mauriker and C. S. Ranps.
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by
G. Du MauRIer and J. MAHONEY.
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated
by S. L. FiLDES and SYDNEY HALL.

The Two Destinles.

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by
ARTHUR HoPKINS.

The Fallen Leaves.

Jezebel's Daughter.

The Black Robe.

Heart and Sclence: A Story of the
Present Time. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d.

“) say No.” Three Vols., crown 8vo.
3ised. - [Shortly.

Colman’s Humorous Works:
“ Broad Grins,” “ My Nightgown and
Slippers,” and other Humorous Works,
Prose and Poetical, of GEorGge CoL-
MAN. With Life by G. B. BUCKSTONE,
and Frontispiece by HocarTH, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Convalescent Cookery: A
Family Handbook. By CATHERINE
Ryan. Post 8vo, 18.; cl. limp, 1s.6d.

Conway (Moncure D.), Works
by :

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two
Vols,, royal 8vo, with 65 Hlusts., 288.

-

Conway’s (M. D.) Works, continued—

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated
b{ W. J. HENNEssy. Square 8vo,
cloth extra,

The Wandering Jew.
cloth extra, 68.

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re-
collectlons. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Cook (Dutton), Works by :
Hours with the Players. With a
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra,68.
Nights at the Play: A View of the
nglish Stage, New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.
Leo: A Novel, Post 8vo, illustrated
ards, 28.
Paul Foster’'s Daughter. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Crown 8vo,

Cooper.—Heart Salvage, by
Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs.
CooPER (KATHARINE  SAUNDERS).
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Copyright. — A Handbook of
English and Foreign Copyright In
Literary and Dramatic Works. By
Sipney  JerroLD, of the Middle
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Cornwail.—PopularRomances
of the West of England; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited
by Roserr HunT, F.R.S. New and
Revised Edition, with Additions, and
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by
GEorGE CRUIKSHANK, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Creasy.—Memoirs of Eminent
Etonlans : with Notices of the Early .
History of Eton College. By Sir
EpwarDp Creasy, Author of ¥ The
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.”
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13
Portraits, 7s. 6d.

Cruikshank (George):

The Comic Almanack. Complete in
Two Series: The First from 1835
to 1843; the SEconD from 1844 to
1853. A Gathering of the Best
HuwmouRr of THACKERAY, HoOD, May-
HEw, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT,
RoBerT BrougH, &c, With 2,000
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by
CrulksHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick
volumes, 78. 6d. each.
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CRruiksHANK (G.), continued—
The Life of George Crulkshank. By
BLANCHARD JERROLD, Author of

“The Life of Napoleon III.,” &c,
With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad-
ditional Plates, and a very carefully
compiled Bibliog;aphy. rown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s.
Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re-
production of Major’s Edition, with
7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates
y GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, choicely
rinted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
8. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies,
rinted on hand-made paper, with
ndia proofs of the Illustrations, 368.

Cussans.—Handbook of Her-
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS., &c. By JoHN E. Cussans,
Entirely New and Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold: A
Novel. By WiLLiaM CypLES, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Danlel. 2. Merrie England In
the Olden Time. By GEORGE DANIEL.
With Illustrations by RosT. CruIk-
S8HANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—Port Salvation; or,
The Evangelist. Bg ALPHONSE
Dauper. Translated by C. Harry
MeLTzER.,  With Portrait of the
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

Davenant.—What shall my
Son be? Hints for Parents on the
Choice of a Profession or Trade for
sheir Sons. By Francis DAVENANT,
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Davles (Dr. N. E.), Works by :

One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth, 18.6d.

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide,
Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth, 18s. éd.

Alds to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 28.;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. [Shortly,

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalns I.
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un-
published MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev,
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 128,

De Malstre.—A JourneyRound
My Room. By XAVIER DE MAISTRE.
Translated by Henry ATTWELL. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 28.

De Mille.—A Castle In Spaln.
A Novel. By Jaues De MiLLE. With
a Frontispiece. ~Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38, 6d.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Our Lady of Tears. Cr. 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28.
Circe’s Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38.6d.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
Sketches by Boz. | Nlcholas Nickieby.

Pickwick Papers. | Oiiver Twist.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
(Mayfair Library.) Post 8vo, cloth

mp, 28.

The Speeches of Charies Dickens,
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by RiICHARD HERNE SHEP-
HERD, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

About England with Dickens. By
ALrrED RiMmEeEr. With 57 Illustra-
tions by C. A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED
RiMMER, and others, Sq. 8vo, cloth
extra, 108, 6d.

Dictionarles:

A Dictlonary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the
Rev. E. C, BReweR, LL.D. érown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound, 98.

The Reader’'s Handbook of Allu-
slons, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. BREWER,
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revise
throughout, with a New Appendix,
lqontam;ng ac Complsete English Bib-

iography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 78. 6d. P

Authors and their Works, with the
Dates. Being the Appendices te
“The Reader's Handbook,’” seps-
rately printed. By the Rev. E, C.
Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth

limp, 28.

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook
of Miscellaneous Information; in-
cluding the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities
and the like. By WM, A, WHEELER
and CHARLES G. WHEELER, Demy
8vo cloth extra, 7s. 6d.




8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

DicTIONARIES, continyed— 5
Short Sayings of Great Men. With
Historical and Explanatory Notes.
By SamueL A. BEnT, M.A, Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. i
A Dictionary of the Drama: Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
Playwrights,Players, and Playhouses
of thg United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times. By W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half-
bound, 12s. 6d. [{n preparation.
The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and° Anecdotal. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. :
Women of the Day: A Biographical
Dictionary. ByFrances Hays. Cr.
8vo, cloth extra, 68, .
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic-
tionary of Curious, {;uaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER
Epwarps. New and Cheaper Issue,
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,, 78. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 9s.

Diderot.—The Paradox of Act-
ing. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot’s * Le Paradoxe sur le
Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES
PorLrock. With a Preface by HENRY

DramaTists, THE OLD, continugd— )
Mariowe’s Works.  Including his

Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. CUNNING-
HAM. One Vol.

Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of
WiLLiaM Gifrorp, Edited by Col.
CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

Dyer. — The Folk-Lore of
Piants. By T. F. TuiseLTon DyYER,
., &c, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

78. 6d.  [In preparation,

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B.GrosarT, D.D. Crown
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giies, B.D.) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Davies’ (Sir John) Compilete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Herrick’s (Robert) Compiete Col-
lected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney’s (Sir  Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert(Lord)of Cherbury’s Poems.
Edited, with Introduction, by J.
CHurTOR CoLLINS. Crown 8vo,
parchment, 88.

IrviNG. Cr.8vo, in parch ,48. 6d.

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :
Literary Frivolities, Fancles, Follies,
and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6d.
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrl-
cities. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Doran. — Memories of our
Great Towns; with Anecdotic Glean-
ings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities. B{ Dr. JoHN DoRAN,
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play-
houses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Pre-
sent Times. By W, DAVENPORT
Apams. (Uniform with BrRewer’s
“ Reader's Handbook.") Crown §vo,
half-bound, 128. 6d.  [In preparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., Vignette Portseits, 63. per Vol,
Ben Jonson’s Worrs,  With Notes
Critical and Expletazory, and a Bio-
g’aphical Memoir oy Wu. GIFFORD,
dit. by Col. CUNNINGHAM. 3 Vols,
Chapman’s Works. Complete in
Three Vols. Vol. 1. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
ones; Vol. 1., Poems and Minor
‘Translations,with IntroductoryEssay
byA.C.SwiNBURNE; Vol.I11., Trans-
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Edwardes (Mrs.A.), Nevels by :
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 28.
Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,
28.; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel. By
EpwarD EGcGLESTON. Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and
Preclous Stones: their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascenainin%their Reality. By HaARrrY
Emanuer, F.R.G.S. With numerous
lllustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, giit, 68.

Englishman’s House, The: A
Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House, with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. RicuarpsoN. Third Edition.
Nearly 600 [1lusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,78.6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works by :

Storles from the State Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68.

The Life and Times of Prince
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pre-
tender. From the State Papers and
other Sources., New and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
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Eyes, The.—How to Use our
Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. B
Joun Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Wit
§7 I}.‘l;:strations. Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth,

8. 6d.

Fairholt.—Tobacco: Its His-
tory and Associations; with an Ac-
count of the Plant and its Manu-
facture, and its Modes of Use in all
Ages and Countries. By F. W, FaIr-
HoLT, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis-
piece and upwards of 100 Illustra-
tions by the Author. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 68.

Famillar Allusions: A Hand-
book of Miscellaneous Information;
including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the
like, By WiLriaM A, WHEELER,
Author of ** Noted Names of Fiction;’*
and CHARLES G. WHEELER. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :
The Chemical History of a Candle:
Lecturesdelivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.
Edited by WiLL1am CrookEs, F.C.S.
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 48. 6d.

On the Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other:
Lectures delivered beforea Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.
Edited by WiLLiam Crookes, F.C.S.
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 4s. 6d.,

Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard
Papers : Observations' on the Art of
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :
The Recreatlons ofa Literary Man ;
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re-
collections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 68.
The World Behind the Scenes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the
Letters of CHARLEs LaAMB. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly.

Seventy-five Brooke Street,
The Lady of Brantome.

Fletcher's (Giies, B.D.) Com.
lete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in
eaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,

Christ’'s Triumph over Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
GRrosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 68.

Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre: A
Novel. By ALBANY D& FONBLANQUE,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.each;
post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. each.

Olympia. | Queen Cophetua.

One by One.

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture
cover, 18.

A Real Queen. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s.6d.

French Literature, History of.
By HeENrRY VAN Laun. Complete in
_3Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface
by Sir H. BARTLE FRrERE, G.C.S.I., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Friswell.—Oneof Two: A Novel.
By Hain FrisweLL, Post 8vo, illus-

. trated boards, 2s.

Frost (Thomas), Works by :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
The Llves of the Conjurers.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Falrs.

Fry.—Royal Guide to the Lon-
don Charitles, 1884-5. By HERBERT
Fry Showing their Name, Date cf
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials,
&c. Published Annually. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 1s. 6d.

Ganrdening Books:

A Year’s Work in Garden and Green-
house: Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of
the Flower,Fruit,and Frame Garden.
By GEORGE GLENNY. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. bd.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom JrrroLD. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 28. 6d.

Household Horticuiture: A Gossip
about Flowers, By Towm and JANE
JERROLD, Illust. Post 8vo,cl. 1p.,28.6d.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.

- By Toum JErroLD. Fcap. 8vo, illus-
trated cover, 18.; cloth limp, 18s. 6d.

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew
there. ByF, G, HEaTn. Crown8vq,
cloth extra, §8.; gilt edges, 68,
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Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A
Novel. By EpwarDp GARRETT. Post
8vo,illust.bds., 28.; cr.8vo, cl.ex., 38. 6d.

Gentleman’'s Magazine (The)
“for 1884. One Shilling Monthly. A

New Serial Story, entitled “Philistla,” .

by CeciL PowkRr, is now appearing.

“Sclence Notes,” by W. Marrtieu

WiLLiaMs, F.R.AS., and “Table

Talk,” by SyLvanus URBAN, are also

continued monthly.

*,* Now ready, the Volume for JARUARY
to JUNE, 1834, cloth exira, price 88. 6d.;
Cases for binding, 28. each.

German Popular Storles. Col-
lected by the Brothers GrriuM, and
Translated by EDGAR TayLor. Edited,
with an Introduction, by JouN RUSKIN,
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by
GEORGE CRUIRSHANE. Square 8vo,
cloth extra, 68, 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s.6d.

Glbbon (Charles), Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Robin Gray. Queen of the

For Lack of Gold. Meadow.

What will the | InPasturesGreen
World Say ? Braes of Yarrow.

In Honour Bound. | The Flowerof the

In Love and War. Forest. [lem.

For the King. A Heart's Prob-

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28,
The Dead Heart.

Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each,
The Goiden Shaft.
Of High Degpee.
Fancy Free.
Loving a Dream.

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols.,

crown 8vo, )
Found Out. Three Vols., crown 8vo.
[Shortly,

Gilbert (William), Novels by :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
Dr. Austin’s Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountalin,
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gllbert (W. 8.), Original Plays
by: In Two Series, each complete in
itself, price 28. 6d. each,

The FIRST SERIES contains —The

* Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga-
latea — Charity — The Princess — The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

The SecoNp SERIES contains—Bro-
ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan’l Druce—Tom Cobb—
H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer~The
Pirates of Penzance,

Glenny.—A Year's Work In
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By GEORGE
GLENNY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of the Necro-
mancers. B{ WiLLiaM  GoDWIN.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Golden Library, The:

Square 16mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth

imp, 28. per volume.

Bayard Taylor's Diverslons of the
Echo Club.

Bennett’s (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of Engiand.

Bennett’s (Dr.) Songs for Sallors.

Byron’s Don Juan.

Godwin’s (Wlillam) Lives of the
Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break-
fast Table. With an Introduction
by G. A. Sara,

Holmes’s Professor at the Break
fast Table.

Hood’s Whims and Odditles. Com-
plete. All the original Illustrations.

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of a
Traveller.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of the
Alhambra.

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and Oc-
cupations of a Country Life.

Lamb’s Essays of Eila. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.

Lelgh Hunt’s Essays: A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
EDpuUuND OLLIER,

Maliory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort
d’Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B, MoxnT-
GOMERIE RANKING,

Pascal’s Provinclal Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro-
ductionand Notes,byT.M’Criz,D.D.

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral
Reflectlons, With Notes, and In-
troductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE.

St. Plerre's Paul and Virginla, and
The Indlan Cottage. Edited, with
Life, by the Rev. E. CLARKE,

Shelley’s Early Poems, and Queen
Mab. With Essay by Letcr gUNT.

Sheiley’s Later Poems: Laon and
Cythna, &c.

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, the
Shelley Papers, &c. >
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GOLDEN LiBrARY, THE, continued—
Shelley’s Prose Works, including A
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St.
Irvyne, &c.
White’s Natural History of Sel-
borne. Edited, with Additions, by
THoOMAS BrowN, F.L.S.

Golden Treasury of Thought,
The: An ENCYCLOPEDIA OF QUOTA-
TIONS from Writers of all Times and
Countries, _Selected and Edited b
THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, clot]
gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Haxe’s (Dr. T. G.) Porus, continued—
New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 63,
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo
cloth extra, 6s.
The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo,cloth
extra, 6S.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha-
racter. Bf Mrs, S. C. HaLL. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
‘Wood by MacLisE, GILBERT, HARVEY,
and G. CrUIRSHANK. Medium 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Gordon Cumming(C.F.),Works
by:

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac-

simile and numerous full-page Illus-

ga'técal‘u. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,

Inthe Himalayas and on the indlan
Plains. With numerous Illustra-
tions, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 83, 6d.

[Shortly.

Graham. — The Professor’s
Wife : A Story. By LEONARD GRAHAM.
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 18,; cloth
extra, 2s. 6d.

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the, Described from Antique Monu-
ments. By ErNsT GuHL and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third
German. Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. Huerrer. With 545 Illustrations,
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo,
cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Greenwood (James),Works by:

The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 38. 6d.

Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the
Strange Fish to be Found There.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 28.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man;
or, Physical Geographz‘in its relation
to the History of ankind. By
ArNoLD GuvoT. With Additions by
Professors AGAssiz, PIERCE, and GRAY;
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel,
some loured, and copious Index.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 48, 6d.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in

Halliday.—Every-day Papers.
By AnprEw HaLrLiDaY. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. Withover 100 Facsimiles and Ex-
lanatory Text. By Don FELIX DE
zsu.e;nnc‘. Post 8vo, cloth limp,

Hanky-Panky: A Collection of
Very EansdyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks,
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200
Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d.

Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady Durrus Harpy, Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By THoMas HaArpy,
Author of “Far from the Madding
Crowd.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by :

The Art of Dress. With numerous

Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated
cover, 18.; cloth limp, 18, 6d.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il-
lustrations, 6s.

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo,
handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, 10s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous Woodcuts. New
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Ch for Schools. Demy 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Health, Weakness, and Di
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
Pincus. Crown 8vo, 18,

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),

Poems by:

Maiden Ecstasy.
extra, 8s.

Small 4to, cloth

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Including WASHINGTON
Irving, OLIVER WENDELL HoLMEs,
AMES RusSeLL LOWELL, ARTEMUS

ARD,MARK TwaIN, and BRET HARTE.
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Garth. Sebastian Strome.

Ellice Quentin. | Dust.

Prince Saronl’s Wife.

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds.
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 18.;
cloth extra, 2s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, clbtix_extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph. With Illustrations
by A. FREDERICKS.

Mercy Holland, and other Stories.
Three Vols,, crown 8vo.  [Shortly.

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY.
Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and
his Wife. By JuLiaN HAWTHORNE.
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248.
[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made
paper, large 8vo size, and with India
roofs of the Illustrations, are reserved
or sale in England, price 48s. per set.
Immediate application should be made
by anyone desiting a copy of this
special and very limited Edition.]

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and What I Grew There. By
Francis George HEeaTH, Author of
“ The Fern World,” &c. Crown 8vo,
cl.ex, bs.; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 68.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :

Animals and their Masters. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Soclal Pressure. Post8vo, cloth limp,
28. 6d.

ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia (The); or, The
Seven against Sense. A Cap with
Seven Bells, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with
Introduction, by J. CHURTON CoLLINS,
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s.

Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col-
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188,

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier
Ernst von), Works by :

Tunis: The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The New South-West: Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico,

,Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,
148, - [In preparation.

Hindley (Charles), Works by :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: In-
cluding the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences _connecte: with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c,
With Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity,
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY.

Hoey.—The Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. CasHeL Hoeyv, With 12 [llus-
trations by P, MaeNaB. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo. [Shortly.

Holmes (0.Wendell), Works by :

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J. GorpoN
Tuomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.; another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A,
SaALa. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table; withthe Story of Iris, Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Holmes. — The Science of
Volce Production and Voice Preser-
vation: A Popular Manual for the
Use of Speakers and Singers. By
GorpoN HorLmes, M.D, With Illus-
trations. Cr. 8vo, 18.; cl. limp, 18. 6d.

Hood (Thomas):

Hood’s Choice Works, in Prose and
Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com-

plete. With all the original Illus.
trations. Post 8vo, cleth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works by:

From Nowhere to the North Pole:
A Noah's Arkazological Narrative,
With 25 Illustrations by W. BRuN-
TON and C. BARNES. Square
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68.

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post8ve,
illustrated boards, 2.



CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 13

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu-
morous Works, including his Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Punsand
Hoaxes, With a New Life of the
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s.6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :
A Novel. By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Horne.—Orion : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books, By RicHArRD HEN-
GIsT Horne. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum-
MErs. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s.

Howeli.—Conflicts of Capital
and_Labour, Historically and Eco-
nomically considered: Being a His-
tory and Review of the Trade Unions
of Great Britain, showing their Origin,
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in
their Political, Social, Economical,
and Industrial Aspects. By GEORGE
HoweLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hugo. — The Hunchback of
Notre Dame. By Victor Huco.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and In-
troduction by EbMUND OLLIER. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23, each,

Thornlcroft’s Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Seif-Condemned.

Ingelow.—Fated to be Free: A
Novel. By JeaN Ingerow. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Irish Wit and Humounr, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. PERCE-
vAL Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d.

Irving (Washington),Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each.
Tales of a Traveller.
Tales of the Alhambra.

Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for Students. By CATHERINE A,
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by :

Nature near London, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

The Life of the Fields.
cloth extra, 6s.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by :
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical
Sketch. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.
[Inﬂlc press.

Jennings (Hargrave). — The
Roslcruclans: Their Rites and Mys-
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. B
HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With Five fulK
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus-
trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Jerrold (Tom), Works by :

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom JerroLD. Fcap. 8vo, illus-
trated cover, 18.; cloth limp, 18. 6d.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
JERROLD. Illust. Post 8vo,cl.lp.,28.6d.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom JerroLD. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa-
tions of a Country Life. By EDWARD
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by :
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le-
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over

200 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d.

Credulities, Past and Present; in-
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans,Word and Letter Divina-
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Crowns and Coronatlons: A History
of Regalia in all Times and Coun=
tries. With One Hundred Illus-

trations. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by WiLLiax
Grirrorp, Edited by Colonel Cune
NINGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 18s. ; or separately, 68. each.

Josephus,TheCompleteWorks
of. Translated by WHisToN. Con-
taining both “ The Antiquities of the

ews” and “ The Wars of the Jews.”
wo Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148,

Crown 8vo,
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Kavanagh.—The Pearl Foun-
tain, and other FKairy Stories. Bﬁ
BripGeT and Juria KavanacH, Wit
Thirt{ Illustrations by J. MOYR SMITH.
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 68.

Kempt.—Pencii and Palette:
Chapterson Artand Artists. By ROBERT
Kempr. Post 8vo,cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by:
Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen

Knight.—The Patient’'s Vade
Mecum: How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice. By WiLLIAM
Knigut, M.R.C.S.,, and EDWARD
Knigur, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 18.;
cloth, 1s. 6d.

Lamb (Charles):

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their
Poems, Letters, and Remains, With
Reminiscences and Notes by W.
Carew Hazuitt. With Hancock’s
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles
of the Title-pages of the rare First
Editions of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s
‘Works, and numerous Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Lamb’s Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori-

inal Editions, with many Pieces
itherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
SHePHERD, With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the * Essay on
Roast Pig.” Cr.8vo,clothextra, 78.6d.

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi-
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2.

Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. By CHARLES LauB. Care-
fully reprinted from unique copies.
Small 8vo, cloth extra, bs.

Little Essays: Sketches and Charac-
ters, By CHARLEs LaMB. Selected
from his Letters by Percy Firz-
GERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Lane’'s Arabian Nights, &c.:

The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, *“ Tue
ARABIAN  NIGHTS’  ENTERTAIN-
MENTS.” A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
EpwaRD WiLL1AM LaNE. Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
ood, from Original Designs by
Wy, Harvey. A ew Edition, from

LaNE's ARABIAN NIGHTS, confinued—
Arablan Society in the Middle Ages:
Studies from * The Thousand and
One Nights.” By EDWARD WILLIAM
LaANE, Author of “The Modern
Egyptians,” &c. Edited by STANLEY
LaNEe-PooLE. Cr. 8vo,cloth extra, 6s.

Lares and Penates; or, The
Background of Life. By FLORENCE
Cappy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by :
The Story of the London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.
Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth

limp,

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Tllr'eatrlcal Anecdotes. Post 8vo,cloth
imp, 28.

Lelgh (Henry S.), Works by :

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp,

Joux d’Esprit. Collected and Edited
- by Henry S.LEiGH, Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Life In London; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of CruIg-
sAANK’s Illustrations, in Colours, after
't,heegriginals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

8.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by :

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Witch Storles.
The True Story of Joshua Davidson.
Ourselves: Essays on Women.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
Patricla Kémball. i
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?
With a Sliken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
“My Love!l”

lone.
Locks and Keys.—On the De-
velop and Distribution of Primi-

a Coexg annotated by the Tr s
edited, by his Nephew, EpwaRD
StaNLEY PooLE. With a Preface by
STANLEY LANE-PooLE. Three Vols,,
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each,

tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen.
PiTT-RIvERS, F.R.S. With numerous
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Rox-
burghe, 168,
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Longfellow :

Longfellow’s Complete Prose Works.
Including * Outre Mer,” *“ Hyper-
ion,” * Kavanagh,” “ The Poets and
Poetry of Europe,” and “ Driftwood.”
With Portrait and Illustrations by
VaLExTINE BrROMLEY. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Longfeilow’s Poetical Works. Care-
fully Reprinted from the Original
Editions. With numerous fine Illus.
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical,
Dietetic, and General Guide in
Health agd Disease. By N. E.
Davizs, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 28;
cloth limp, 28, 6d. (Shortly.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. _Crown 8vo,
cl. extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds.,2s.

Lusiad éThe) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by RoBerT FrrenNcH Durr.
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page
Plates, cloth boards, 188.

McCarthy (Tmstln, M.P.),Works

by:

A History of Our Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to
the General Election of 1880. Four
Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.
each.—Also a PoruLar EpITION, in
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 68. each.

A Short History of Our Own Times.
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

History of the Four Georges. Four
Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.
each, ol. L. in the press,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each,
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
A Falr Saxon.
Linley Rochford
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.

Mald of Athens. With 12 Illustra.
tions by F. BARNARD., Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 8s. 6d.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P),
Works by :

Seraplon, and other Poems,
8vo, cloth extra, 68.

An Outline of the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre-
sent Day. Cr.8vo, 18.; cloth,1s. 6d.

England under Gladstone. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Crown

MacDonald (George, LL.D.),
Works by :

The Princess and Curdle. With 11
Lllustrations by JAMES ALLEN, Small
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Gutta-Percha Willle, the Working
Genius. With ¢ Tllustrations b
ArTHUR HugHES, Square 8vo, clof
extra, 88. 6d.

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron-
tispiece by J. E. MiLrais. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. Witha
Frontispiece b J. STANILAND.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38.6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By AGNES MACDONELL,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games,
By ROBERT MACGREGOR. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of lllustrious Literary Characters;
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus-
trative of the Literatyre of the former
half of the Present Century. By

WiLLiau Bates, B.A, With 85 Por-
traits printed onan India Tint. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by :

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus-
trations by THoMas R. Macguoip,
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 108,

Pictures and Legends from Nor
mandr and Brittany. With numer-
ous Illustrations by THomAas R.
Macgouorp. Square 8vo, cloth gilt,
10s. 6d.

Through Normandy. With go Illus-
trations by T. R. MAcguoIp, Square
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Through Brittany. With numerous
Illustrations by T. R. Macgquoip.
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

About Yorkshire '~ With 67 Illustra-
tions by T. R. Macquoip, Engraved
?&S:dfm' Square 8vo, cloth extra,

The Evll Eye, and other Stories.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 28.
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Mackay.—Interludes and Un-
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By
CHARLES Mackay, LL.D, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 68.

Maglcian's Own Book tSThe :
Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. [Edited by
‘W. H. CREMER. Withz2o0 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d.

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully
descriptive Directions; the Art of
Secret Writing; Training of Perform-
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured
Frontispiece and many Illustrations,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Fac-
simile of the Original in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price bs.
Mallock (W. H.), Works by :
The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith
and Philosoph inanEn%lishCoumry
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.";
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28.

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi-
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch-
ment, 88,

Is Life worth LivingP Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's 4SIr Thomas) Mort
d’Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANEING,
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

Marlowe’'s Works. Including
his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col., CUNNING-
HAM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; or,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Open! Sesame!
Written In Fire.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each.,
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen
Daughters: A Novel. By J. MASTER-
AN, Paost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.

Mark Twaln, Works by:

The Cholce Works of Mark Twaln.
Revised and Corrected throughout b;
the Author. With Life, Portrait, an
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

An idie Excursion,and other Sketches.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

The Prince and the Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim’s Progress: Being some Ac-
count of the Steamship * Quaker
City’s” Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d. CHeaP EprTioN (under
thetitle of ** MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE
Tr1P ), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78.6d.;
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Stolen White Elephant, &o
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Life on the Misslssippl. With about
300 Original Illustrations, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With numerous Illusts. Cr.
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. [Preparing,

Massinger's Plays. From the
Text of WiLLiaM GiFrorDp. Edited
b{ Col. CunNINGHAN, ‘Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mayhew.—London Characters
and the Humorous Side of London
Life. By Henry MavHEw. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Mayfair Library, The:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume,

A Journey Round My Room. By
XAviER DE MaIsTRE. Translated
by HENRY ATTWELL.

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W.
DAVENPORT ADAMS.

Quips and Quliddities. Selected by
W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

The Agony Column of “The Times,”
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an
Introduction, by ALice CLAY.

Balzac’s “Comedie Humalne” and
its Author. With Translations by
H. H. WALRER.

Melancholy Anatomlsed: A Popular
Abridgment of “Burton’s Anatomy
of Melancholy.” i

o
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Mavralr LIBRARY, continued—

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By
BRILLAT-SAVARIN,

The Speeches of Charles Dlckens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancles, Foilles,
and Frolics. By W. T. DoBsoN.
Poetical Ingenuitles and Eccentricl-
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T.

DoBsoN.

The Cupboard Papers. By FiN-BEc.

Original Plays by W. S. GILBERT.
FirsT SERIES.  Containing: The
Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity — The Princess—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

Original Plays by W. S. GILBERT.
SeconD SERIES. Containing : Broken
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan’l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer
—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Collected and Edited by A, PERCEVAL
GRAVES,

Animals and thelr Masters. By Sir
ArTHUR HELPS.

Soclal Pressure. By Sir A. HELPs.

Curiosities of Criticism. By HENRY
J. Jenxines.

TheAutocrat of the Breakfast-Table.
By OLiver WENDELL Hormes. Il
lustrated by J. GorpoN THOMSON.

Pencil and Palette. By ROBERT
KempT.

Little Essays: Sketches and Charac-
ters, By CHas. LamB. Selected from
his Letters by PErRcY FITZGERALD.

Clerical Anaecdotes. By JacoB Lar-
WOoOoD.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of
Law. By Jacos LARwooOD.

Theatrloal Anecdotes, By Jacos
LARWOOD.

Carols of Cockayne. By HENRY S,
LEIGH.

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Hexry S.
LEIGH.

True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. LYNN LINTON.

Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON.

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By
E. LynN LINTON.

Pastimes and Piayers.
MACGREGOR.

The New Paul and Virginla. By
‘W. H. MALLOCK.

The New Republic. By W. H. Mar-
LOCK,

Puck on Pegasus. By H, CHOLMONDE-
LEY-PENNELL.

By ROBERT

MAYFAIR LIBRARY, continued—

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Cnor-
MONDELEY-PENNELL. Iliustrated by
GEORGE DU MAURIER.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL.

Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By
H. A. PaGE.

Punlana. By the Hon. HuGr ROWLEY.

More Punjana. By the Hon. HuGRH
RowLEY.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
Dox FELIX DE SALAMANCA.

By Stream and Sea. By WiILLIAM
SENIOR.

Old Storles Re-told.
‘THORNBURY.

Leaves from a Naturallst’s Note-
Book. ~-By Dr. An‘mmw WILSON,

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davigs,
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr.8vo,1s.;cl.,1s.6d.

Merry Circle (The): A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amuse-
ments. By CrLara BELLEwW. With
numerous Illustrations, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 48. 6d.

By WALTER

Mexican Mustang (On a).
Through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-
can Humour. By ALEx. E.SwWEET and
g. Armoy Knox, Editors of *“Texas

iftings.” 400 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38.6d. ; post8vo, illust. bds., 28.
Mr. Dorlilion. Post 8vo,illust. bds., 28,

Milier. — Physiology for the
Young or, The House of Life: Hu-
man Lysnology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
use in Classes and Popular Reading.
‘With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs.
F. FENwiIck MILLER, Small 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Miiton (J. L.), Works by:

The Hyglene of the Skin. A Concise
Set of Rules for the Management of
the Skin; with Directions for Diet,
‘Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo,
18. ; cloth extra, 18. 6d.

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin.
Small 8vo, 18.; cloth extra, 1s.6d,
The Laws of Life, and their Relation
to Diseases of the Skin, Small 8vg,

1s.; cloth extra, 18. 6d.

-
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Moncrieff. — The Abdication;
or, Time Tries All. An Historical
Drama. By W. D. ScorT-MONCRIEFF.
With Seven Etchings by Joun PETTIE,
R.A,, W. Q. OrcHarDSON, R.A,, J.
MACWHIRTER, A.R.A., CoLiN HUNTER,
R. MacBeTH,and Tou GrAHAM, Large
4to, bound in buckram, 218.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 38.6d. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each.

A Life's Atonement.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.

Coals of Fire.

By the Gate of the Sea.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each,

Val Strange: A Story of the Primrose
Way. .

Hearts.

The Way of the World.

North italian Folk. By Mrs,
Couyns Carr. Illust. by RaNDoLPR
;:Axa)fcorr. Square 8vo, cloth extra,
8.

Number Nip (Stories about),
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by WAaLTER
GRrAHAME. With [llustrations by ],
g‘lovz SmITH. Post 8vo, cloth extra,
8.

Nursery Hints: A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N.
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 18.;
cloth, 1s. 6d.

Oliphant. — Whiteladies: A
Novel. With Illustrations by ARTHUR
Horkins and HENRY Woobs. - Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

0O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfield
A Biography. By T. P.O’ConNoOR, M.P,
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the book down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

O’'Reilly.—Phmbe’s Fortunes:
A Novel. With Illustrations by HENRY
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23,

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works

by:

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d.

Muslc and Moonlight.
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 10s. 6d.

Fcap. 8vo,

Ouida, Novels

by. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 58. each; post 8vo, illus«
trated boards, 28. each.

Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.

Under Two Flags.
Cecll Castle-
maline’s Gage.

ldalla.

Tricotrin.

Puck.

Folle Farine.

TwollttleWooden
Shoes.

A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.

Signa.

in a Winter Clty.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Piplstrelio.

A Village Com
mune.

Bimbl.
In Maremma.

Wanda: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, bs.

Fr : Dramatic Sketches. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 58. (Shortly.

Bimbl: PRESENTATION EDITION. Sq.
%voéd-cloth gilt, cinnamon edges,
8.

Princess Napraxine, Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, 81s. 6d.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected
from the Works of Ourpa by F,
SYDNEY Morr1s, Small crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :

Thoreau: His Lifeand Aims: A Study.
With a Portrait, Post 8vo, clof

limp, 28. 6d.
Lights on the Way: Some Tales with-
in a Tale. By the late J. H. ALEx-

ANDER, B.A. Edited by H. A, Pacg.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In-
troduction and Notes, by T. M’Crir,

D:D. Post 8vo, cloth ﬁmp. 28,

Patient’s (The) Vade Mecum:
How to get most Benefit from Medi-
cal Advice. By WiLLiaM KNiGuT,
M.R.C.S., and Ebpwarp KNIGHT,
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth, 1s.6d.

Paui Ferroll :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each,
Paul Ferroll: A Novel.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
MARGARET AGNES PauL, With a
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON,
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post 8vq,
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each.
Lost Sir Massingberd.

The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves. | Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.
Less Black than we're Painted.
By Proxy. High Spirits.
Under One Roof. | Carlyon’s Year.
A Confidentlial Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. | From Exile.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.each,
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck’s Tutor.
Murphy’s Master.
A County Famlly.| At Her Mercy.
A Woman’s Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.
The Clyffards of Clyffe.
The Family Scapegrace
The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Gwendoline’s Harvest.
Humorous Storles.
Like Father, Like Son.’
A Marine Resldence.
Married Beneath Him,
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
Kit: A Memory. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d.
The Canon’s Ward. With Portrait
of Author. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.,
In_Perll and Privation: A Book for
Boys.  With numerous Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.
[In preparation.
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley),
Works b{: Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. each.
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.
The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de
Société, Selected and Edited by H,
C. PENNELL,
Pegasus Re-Saddied. With Ten full-
page lllusts, by G. Du MAURIER.

Phelps.—Beyond the Gates.
By EL1zaBETH STUART PHELPS,
Author of “ The Gates Ajar.” Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 28. 64.

Pirkis.—Trooping with Crows:
A Story. By CATHERINE P1RK1S. Fcap.
8vo, picture cover, 18,

Planche (J. R.), Works by:

The Cyolopeedla of Costume; or,
A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ec~
clesiastical, Civil,and Military—from
the Earliest Period in England to the
Reign of George the Third. Includ-
ing Notices of Contemporaneous
Fashions on the Continent, and a
General Histmz of the Costumes of
the Principal Countries of Europe.
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco
profusely Illustrated with Coloured
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts,
£7 7. The Vols. may also be had
separately (each complete in itself)
at £3 13s. 6d. each: Vol.I. Tue
DictioNary. Vol. II. A GENERAL
HisTory oF CosTUME IN EUROPE.

The Pursulvant of Arms; or, Her-
aldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus-
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

SOng- and Poems, from 1819 to 1879,
Edited, with an Introduction, by his
Daughter, Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Play-time: Sayings and Doings
of Baby-land. By EDWARD STANFORD,
Large 4to, handsomely printed in
Colours, 5s.

Plutarch’s Lives of lllustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by Joun and
WiLLiAM LaNGHORNE, Two Vols.,
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 108. 6d.

Poe (Edgar Allan):— :

The Choice Works, in Prose and
Poetry, of EDGAR ALLAN PoE. With
an Introductory Essay by CHARLES
BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Fac-
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

The Mystery of Marle Roget, and
other Stories. Post 8vo, ﬂlust.brjs.,ﬁ.

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com-
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl.limp, 28,

Power.—Phllistia: A Novel. By
Ceci. Power. Three Vols., crown
8vo. . [Shortly.

Price (E. C.), Novels by:
Valentina: A Sketch. With a Fron.
tispiece by HAL Luprow. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., 38. 84.; post 8vo,illust. bds,, 28,
The Foreigners. Cr,8vo,cl, ex., 33.6d.
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ;
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts,
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d.
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Draw-
ings of ~the Constellations, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Famlilar Sclence Studles.
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rough Waye made Smooth: A
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien-
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,68.

OurPlace among Infinitles: A Series
of Essays contrasting our Little
Abode in Space and Time with the
Infinities Around us, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 68.

The Expanse of Heaven: A Series
of Essays on the Wonders of the
Firmament. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates.
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

The Great Pyramld: Observatory,
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus-
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Mysterles of Time and Space. With

llusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

The Unlverse of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With Illusts,
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. [Shorily.

Wages and Wants eof Sclence
Workers. Crown 8vo, 1. 6d.

Pyrotechnist’s Treasury(The);
or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks,
By Tuomas KenTisu. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 48. 6d.

Rabelais’ Works. Faithfull
Translated from the French, wit
variorum Notes, and numerous charac-
teristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE
Dorg. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro-
nomy. By J. RamsossoN, Laureate
of the Institute of France. Trans-
lated by C. B. PitMAN, Crown 8vo,
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations,
and a beautifully executed Chart of
Spectra, 78. 6d.

Reader's Handbook.(The) of
Alluslons, References, Plots, and
Storles. By the Rev. Dr. BREWER.
Fourth Edition, revised throughout,
'with a New Appendix, containing a
CoMPLETE ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY.
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Richardson. — A Ministry of
Henlthwand other Papers. By BEN-

jaMin Warp Ricuarbson, M.D., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a.

Crown

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels
by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 28. each ;
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust..38. 6d. each.

Peg Woffington. Illustrated by S. L.
FiLpes, A.R.A,

Christle Johnstone. Illustrated by
WILLIAM SMALL.

it Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il-
lustrated by G. J. PINWELL.

The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth, Illustrated by HELEN
PATERSON.

The Autoblography of a Thlef; Jack
ofall T»a~2c 2nd James Lambert.
Ilustr rT STRETCH.

Love me Littie, Love me Long. Il-
lustrated by M. ELLEN EDWARDS.

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir
Joun GiLBeRT, R.A., and C. KEENE.

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il-
lustrated by CHARLES KEENE,

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. LAwsoN,

Grifith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.
FIiLDEs, A.R.A., and Wu, SMALL.

Foul Piay. Illust. by Du MAURIER.

Put Yourself In His Place. Illus-
trated by RoBERT BARNES.
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated

by Epw. HugHEs and A, W. COOPER.

The Wandering Helr. Illustrated by
H.PaTERSON, S. L. FILDES,A.R.A.,
C. GreeN, and H. Woobs, A.R.A.

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate
CRAUFORD.

A Woman-Hater, Illustrated by
THos. COULDERY. .

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of CHARLES READE.

Singleheart and Doubieface: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. MacNas.

Good Stories of Men and other
Anlimals. Illustrated by E. A. ABBRY,
PeErcY MAcQuolp, and JosEPH NasH.

The Jilt, and other Stories, Illustrated
by JosepH NasH.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.6d. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.each.

Her Mother’s Darling.
‘The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party,

Weird Storles. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by :

Our Old Country Towns. With over
50 Illusts. Sgq. 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. 6d.
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow.
5o Illusts. Sq. 8vo. cloth gilt, 108. 6d.
About England with Dickens. With
s81llusts.byALFREDRIMMERaNd C. Ay
ANDERHOOF, Sq.8vo,cl.gilt,10s.6d,
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by :
Women are Strange. Cr. 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28,
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 38. 6d.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
The Poets’ Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 78. 6d.
The Poets’ Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d. [In preparation,

Roblnson Crusoe: A beautiful
reproduction of Major’s Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates b,

EORGE CRUIKSHANK, choicely printed.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d. A few
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand-
made paper, with India proofs of the
Illustrations, price 36s.

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by SAINTE-
Bruve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or,
A List of the Principal Warriors who
came over from Normandy with Wil-
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in
this Country, A.n. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 68.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by :
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations.
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated,

Russell (W. Clark, Author of
“The Wreck of the Grosvenor”),
Works by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each.
Round the Galley-Fire. .
On the Fok’s’le Head: A Collection

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions.

[In the press.

Sala.—Gaslight and Dayllight.
By GrorGeE AuGusTUS SALA. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executloners: Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited
byHENRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.8s.6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23, each,

Bound to the Wheel.
One Agalnst the Worid.
Guy Waterman.

The Llon in the Path.
The Two Dreamers.

Saunders (Katharine), Novels

by:

Croywn 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each,
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Ellzabeth.
Gldeon’s Rock.

The High Mills.

Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Science Gosslp: An Illustrated
Medium of Interchange for Student
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E.
TAYLOR, F.L.S,, &c. Devoted to Geo-
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy-
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or
b8. per year, post free. Each Number
contains a Coloured Plate and numer-
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I. to XIV. ma
be had at 7s. 6d. each; and Vols, XV,
to XIX. (1833), at bs. each, Cases for
Binding, 18. 6d. each.

Scott’s (Sir Walter) Marmion.
An entirely New Edition of this famous
and popular Poem, with over 100 new
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele-
gaml¥ and appropriately bound, small
4to, cloth extra, 168,

[The immediate success of “The
Lady of the Lake,"” published in 1882,
has encouraged Messrs. CHATTO and
WIiINDus to bring out a Companion
Edition of this not less popular and
famous poem. Produced in the same
style, and with the same careful and
elaborate style of illustration, regard-
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful
supervision is sufficient guarantee that
the work is elegantand tasteful as well
as correct.]

Secret Out” Series, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus-
trated, 48. 6d. each.

The Secret Out: One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and other Re-
creations; with Entertaining Experi-
ments in Drawing-room or * White
Magic.” By W. H. CREMER. 300
Engravings.

The Pyrotechnlist’s Treasury; or,
Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Tromas KenTisH. With numer-
ous Illustrations.

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of
Graceful Arts,Games, Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades. By FRANK BELLEw,
‘With 300 lllustrations.

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks,
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic,
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H,
CrEnER. With 200 Illustrations.,

-
=



22

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

# SecreT OUT "' SERIES, continued—

The Merry Circle: A Book of New
Intellectual Games and Amusements.
By CLAra BELLEw. With many
Illustrations. .

Magiclan’s Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Egegs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. _All from actual
Experience. Edited by W. H, CrE-
MER. 200 Illustrations.

Magle No Mystery: Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully
descriptive Directions; the Art of
Secret Writing; Trainin of Per-
fcu'min§7 Animals, &c. ith Co-
loured Frontispiece and many Illus-
trations.

Senlor (William), Works by :
Travel and Trout In the Antlpodes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.
B{Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth
imp, 28. 6d. .

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis-
toric Man. By JaMes H. STODDART,
Author of “ The Village Life.” Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Shakespeare:

The First Follo Shakespeare.—MR.
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies
Histories, and Tragedies. Published
according tothetrue Originall Copies.
London, Printed by IsaAc IAGGARD
and Ep. BLOUNT. 1623.—A Repro-
duction of the extremelyrare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra-
phic process—ensuring the strictest
accuracy in every detail, Small 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 78. 6d.

ThelLansdowne Shakespeare. Beau-
tifullf rinted in red and black, in
small but very clear type With
engraved facsimile of DROESHOUT’S
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78.6d.
hal e for Chlidren: Tales
from Shakespeare. By CHARLES

- and MarY Lams. With numerous
Illustrations, coloured and plain lz
J, MoYR SMITH. Crown 4to, clo
gilt, 68.

The Handbook

of Shakespeare
Muslc. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shake-
speare, the compositions ranging
from the Elizabethan Age to the
Present Time. By ALFRED RoOFFE.
4to, half-Roxburghe, 8.

A Studé of Shakespeare. By ALGER-
NON CHARLES SWINBURNE, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 83,

Shelley's Complete Works, in
Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 88.3
or separately, 28. each. Vol. [. con-
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab,
&c., with an Introduction by LricH
Hunt; Vol. IL, his Later Poems,
Laon and Cythna, &c.; Vol IIL.,
Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers,
&c.; Vol. IV, his Prose Works, in-
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas-
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

Sherldan:—

Sherldan’s Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his
Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his Works in
Prose and Poetry, Tranglations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. Witha
Collection of Sheridaniana, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fall-
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d.

Sherldan’s Comedlies: The Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Bio-

phical Sketch of Sheridan, by
RANDER MATTHEWS. ‘With Decora-
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illus-
trations. Demy 8vo, cl. bds., 128.64.

Short Sayings of Great Men.
With Historical and Explanatory

_ Notes by SAMUEL A. Benxt, M.A,
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 64.

_Demy 8vo, cloth eXV°% = —

Sldney’s (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works, including all those in
«Arcadia.” With Portrait, Memorial-
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry ot
Sidney, and Note_sh?y the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D.D. ree Vols,, crown
8vo, cloth boards, 188.

o8,
Signboards: Their History..
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By
{_:l\cos Larwoop and JOHN CAMDEN
orTEN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with z0o Ilustrations, 78. 6d.

Sims (G. R)—How the Poor
Live. With 6o Illustrations by Frep.
BarNARD, Large 4to, 18.

Sketchley.—A Match in the
Dark. ByARTHUR SEETCHLEY. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety-
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by:
The Prince of Argolls: A Storyof the

Old Greek Fairy Time. By]J. Movr
SuitH, Small 8vo, cloth extra, with
130 Illustrations, 8s. 6d.
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SuMiTH’S (J. MoYR) WORKS, continued—
Tales of Old Thule. Collected and
Illustrated by J. Moyr SmiTH. Cr,

8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illust., 68.
The Woolng of the Water Witch:
A Northern Oddity. By Evan DAL-
DORNE. Illustrated by J. Movr

SmiTH. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Spalding.-Ellizabethan Demon-
olo%: An Essay in Illustration of
the Belief in the Existence of Devils,

and the Powers possessed by Them.

By T. ALFrRep SraLDING, LL.B.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, b3,

8tories from Foreign Novel-

Ists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings. By HeELEN and ALICE Z1M-
MERN; and a Frontispiece. Crown
8vo cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Strutt’'s Sports and Pastimes

of the People of England; including
the Rural and Domestic Recreations,
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro-
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period .
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus-
trations, Edited by WiLLiax HoONE.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Speight. — The Mysteries of
Heron Dyke. By T. W. SpEIGHT.
With a Frontispiece by M. ELLEN
Epwarps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Spenser for Children. By M.
H. Towry. With Illustrations b
WALTER ]J. MorGAN, Crown 4to, wi
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

Staunton.—Laws and Practice
of Chess; Together with an Analysis
of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Games. By HOowARD STAUNTON.
Edited by RoBERT B. WorMALD. New
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, bs.

Sterndale.—The Afghan Kaife:
A Novel. By ROBERT ARMITAGE {,TERN-
DALE. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. £4.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by :
Travels with a Donkey In the
Cevennes. Frontispiece by WALTER
CraNE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
An Inland Voyage. With Frout.st:{y
. W. CraNE. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6d.
Virginibus Puerisque, and other
Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Famillar Studies of Men and Books.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
New Arablan Nights. Crown 8vo,
cl. extra, 68.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
The " Sliverado Squatters. With
Frontispiece. Cr.8vo, cloth extra,6s.
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68. [In preparation.
St.John.—A Levantine Family.
By BayLE ST. JouN, Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.

Suburban Homes (The) of

London: A Residential Guide to
Favourite London Localities, their
Society, Celebrities, and Associations,
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and
House Accommodation. With Map of
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the
Original Edition of “ Gulliver’s
Travels.” Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Swinburne

(Algernon  C.),
Works by:

The Queen Mother and Rosamond.
Fcap. 8vo, bs.

" Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68.

Chastelard. ATragedE. Cr. 8vo, 78.

Poems and Baliads. FirsT SErIES.
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, at
same price,

Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES.
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price.
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo 18,
Willlam Blake: A Critical Essay.

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy
8vo, 16s.
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10s.6d.
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d.
George Chapman: An Essay. Crown
8vo, 78.
Songs of Two Natlons. Cr. 8vo, 68.
Essays and Studles. Crown 8vo, 128,
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,6s.
Note of an English Republican on
the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, 18.
A glote on Charlotte Bronte. Crown
vo, 68.
Q Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
In the South Seas. By CHARLES
WARRENSTODDARD. Illust, by WaLL1s
Mackay, Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 8s. 6d.

§t. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia,
and The Indlan Cottage. By BEer-
NARDIN ST. PIERRE, Edited, with Life,
byRev, E. CLARKE. Post8vo,cl.lp.,28.

gs of the Springtides. Crown

8vo, 68.

Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo. 98,

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, 9s.

A Century of Roundels Small 4to,
cloth extra, 88.

A _Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, 7s.
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8ymonds.—Wine, Women and
Song: Medi@val Latin Students’
Songs. Now first translated into Eng-
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. AD-
DINGTON SyMoNDs. Small 8vo, parch-
ment, 68.

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours:
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. With the whole of RowLAND-
son's droll page Illustrationsin Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.
;loz;xu. Medium 8vo, cloth extra,
s. 6d.

Taine's History of English
Literature, Translated by HENRY
VAN Laun. Four Vols, small 8vo,
cloth boards, 308.—PoPULAR EDITION,
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 168,

Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life
A Novel. By W. Moy Trouas. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. '

Thomson's Seasons and Castle
of indolence. With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CuNNINGHAM, and over 5o fine Illustra-
tions on Steel and Wood.  Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 8.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by
Haunted London. Edited by Eb-
WARD WaLFORD, M.A. With Illus-
trations by F. W. FairnoLT, F.S.A.
Crown 8v0, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his
Friends and fellow Academicians.

)_Nitp numerous Illusts, in Colours

Taylor (Dr.J. E., F.L.S.),Works

by:

The Sagacity and Morality of
Plants: A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
With Coloured Frontispiece and 100
Illusts. Crown 8vo,cl. extra, 78. 6d.

Our Common British Fosslls: A
Complete Handbook. _With nu-
merous Illustrations, . Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 78. 6d. [Preparing.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diverslons
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
** Modern Writers, Post8vo, cloth limp,

Taylor's (Tom) Historical
Dramas: “Clancarty,” * Jeanne
Darc,”’ *'Twixt Axe and Crown,”
“The Fool's Revenge,” * Arkwright's
Wife,” “Anne Boleyn,” * Plot and
Passion.” One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 78. 6d.

N The Plays may also be had sepa-
rately, at 18. each.

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra-
Ehical Sketch. By H. J. JENNINGS.
rown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec-
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE
THACKERAY, depictin Humorous
Incidents in his Schoollife, and
Favourite Charaeters in_ the books of
his every-day reading. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each,

Cresslda.
Proud Maisle.
The Violin-Player.

led from Turner’s Origin:
Drawings. Cr. 8vo,cl. extra, 78. 6d.

Oid Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 28. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Timbs (John), Works by:

The History of Clubs and Club Life
in London. With Anecdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
and Taverns. With numerous Illus-
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricitles: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting = Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of
Letters, &c. With nearly so Illusts,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Torrens. — The Marquess
Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor.
RENS, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 148.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator,
Kept In the Dark.

Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each.
Mr. Scarborough’s Family.
The Land-Leag

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby
Like Ships upon the Sea. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 23.
Mabel’s Progress. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.
Anne Furness. Cr, 8vo,cl. ex., 34. 6d.
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Trollope(T.A.).—Dlamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By
TroMAs ADoLPHUS TROLLOPE. Crown
gvo, cloth exira, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 28.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each,

What She Came Through.
The Bride’s Pass.

Saint Mungo's City. Crown 8vo,
" cloth extra, 38. 6d. [ Preparing.
Beauty and the Beast. ThreeVols.,

crown 8vo, 31s. 6d. [Shortly.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis-
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.
Fraser-TYTLER., Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 6d.

Van Laun.—History of French
Literature. By HEnry VAN LAUN.
Complete in Three Vols.. demy 8vo,
cloth boards, 7s. 6d. each.

Villarl.—A Double Bond: A
Story. By LINDA VILLARL Fcap.

8vo, picture cover, 18. .

Walcott.— Church Work and
Life In English Minsters; and tie
English Student’s Monasticon. By the
Rev. Mackenzie E C. WaLcorT, B.D.
Two Vols.,, crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Map and Ground-Plans, 148.

Walford (Edw.,M.A.),Works by :
The County Famllles of the United
Kingdom Containing Notices of
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa-
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis-
tinguished Heads of Families, their
Heirs Agparent or Presumptive, the
Offices they hold or have held, their
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Twenty-fourth Annual l'iditlon,
for 1884, cloth, full gilt, 508.

The Shilling Peerage (1884). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
House of Lords, Dates of Creation,
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, 1s.
Published annually.

The Shilling Baronetage (1884).
Containing an Alphabetical List of

the Baronets of the United Kingdom,

short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth,18. Published annually.

The Shilling Knightage (1884). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
Knights ol the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth, 18, Published annually,

WALFORD'S (EDW., M.A.) WORKS, Co#.—
The Shilling House of Commons
(1884). Containing a List of all the
Members of the British Parliament,
their Town and Country Addresses,

&c. ?zmo. cloth, 18." Publishe
annnally.

The Complete Peerage, Baronet-
age, Knightage, and House of

Commons (1884). In One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges,
bs. Published annually.

Haunted London. By WALTER
TuorNBURY. Edited by EDWARD
WarLrorD, M.A. With Illustrations
by F. W, FairuoLr, F.S.A. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Walton andCotton'sCompiete
Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's
Recreation; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,
written by 1zaak WALTON; and In-
structions how to Angle for a Trout or
Graylingin a clear Stream, by CHARLES
CoTToN. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris NicoLas, and
61 Copperplate Illustrations. ~Large
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 78. 6d.

Wanderer’s Library, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each.
Wanderings In Patagonla; or, Life

among the Ostrich Hunters. By
Jurius Beersoun. Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and
America. By FREDERICK BOYLE.

Savage Life. By FREDERICK BoOYLE.

Merrie England In the Olden Time.
By GEORGE DANIEL. With Illustra-
tions by RoBT. CRUIKSHANK.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
.By THoMAS FRrOST.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
THoMAs FrosT.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs. By THoMas FrosT.

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. By
JaMES GREENWOOD.

The Wilds of London. By Jaues
GREENWOOD.

Tunis: The Land and the People.
By the Chevalier de HESSE-WAR-
TEGG. With 22 Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Chean
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY.

The World Behind the Scenes. By

Tszcv in‘zc‘s’nnm.
avern Anecdotes and Sayings:
Including the Origin of Signs, a‘nd
R c ted with Ta-
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By CuArLEs HinoLey, With Illusts,
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WANDERER'S L1BRARY, THE, continued—

The Genlal Showman : Life and Ad-

ventures of Artemus Ward. By E, P,
HingsTon. With a Frontispiece.

The Story of the London Parks.
By JacoB Larwoop. With Illusts.

London Characters. By HENRY MaY-
HEW. lllustrated.

Seven Generatlons of Executioners:
Memoirs of the Sanson Family
1688 to 1847). Edited by HENrY

NSON.

Summer Crulsing In the South
Seas. EJ C. WARREN STODDARD,
Illustrated by WaLLis Mackay.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour-
ney. By CuarLes DubpLEY WARNER,
Author of “ My Summer in a Garden.”
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Warrants, &c.:—

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals.
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in. by 14in. Price 28.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ-
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza-
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 28.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
of the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine

late paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2
?eet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 8.

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List
of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this

Count A.D. 1066—7. With the
princigi Arms emblazoned in Gold
' and Colours. Price 5s.

Weather, How to Foretell the,
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met,
Soc., &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, 18.; cloth, 1s. 6d.

Westropp.—Handbook of Pot.
tery and Porcelain; or, History of
those Arts from the Earliest Period.
By Hovper M. Westropp. With nu-
merous Illustrations, and a List of
Marks. . Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d.

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and
Art Critics, By ]J. A. Macnewnr
‘WHISTLER. 7th Edition, sq. 8vo, 18.

White's Natural History of
Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by

Tuomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 28.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.RA.S.),
Works by:

Sclence Notes. See the GENTLEMAN'S
MaGAzINE. 18. Monthly.

Sclence in Short Chapters. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

A Simple Treatlse on Heat. Crown
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 68s. [In the press,

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E)),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d.

Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lelsure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio-
logical. Third Edition, with a New
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 6s.

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

_ Cavalry Llife. | Regimental Legends.
Women of the Day: A Biogra-
phical Dictionary. By FrRances Havs.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. (In the press.
Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Woob. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28,

Words, Facts, and Phrases:

A Diction, of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By ELIEzZER
Epwarps. New and cheaper issue,

cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; half-bound, 9s.

Wright (Thomas), Works by:

Caricature History of the Georges.

he House of Hanover.) With 400

ictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad-
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque In Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT,
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 78.6d.

Yates (Edmund), Noveis by :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last. .
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.

Now in the press. .

WILKIE COLLINS'S NEW NOVEL,
“) Say No.” By WiLki® COLLINS,
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Mrs.CASHEL HOEY'S NEW NOVEL

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. CasHEL
Hory, Author of * The Blossoming of
an Aloe,” &c. With 12 Illustrations
gy P. MacNaB, Three Vols., crown
vo.

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL.
Beauty and the Beast. By Saran
TYTLER, Author of “ The Bride's Pass,”
“Saint Mungo’s City,” *Citoyenne
Jacqueline,” &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo.
CHARLES GIBBON’S NEW NOVEL.
By Mead and Stream. By CHARLES
GiesoN, Author of ‘“Robin Gray,”
“The Golden Shaft,” “ Queen of the
Meadow,"” &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo.

ROBT. BUCHANAN'S NEW NOVEL
Foxglove Manor. By RoBT. BUCHANAN,
Author of “ The SLadow of the Sword."
“God and the Man,” &c. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo.
BASIL'S NEW NOVEL.
“The Wearing of the Green.” By
BasiL, Author of “ Love the Debt,”
“A Drawna Game,” &c, Three Vols,,
crown 8vo.
FJULIAN HAWTHORNE'S NEW
STORIES.
Mercy Holland, and other Stories. By
" J. HAwTHORNE, Author of “ Garth,”
“Beatrix Randolph,” &c. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo.
NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER.

Philistla. By Ceci. Power. Thres
Vols., crown 8vo.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. LiBrARy EpITiONS, many Illustrated,
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Mald, Wife, or Widow ?

BY W. BESANT & FAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortlboy. .
My Little Glrl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.

This Son of Vulcan.

With Harp and Crown.

The Golden Butterfly.

By Cella’s Arbour.

The Monks of Thelema.
"'Twas In Trafalgar’s Bay.
The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years’ Tenant.

The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.

All Sorts and Condlitions of Men.
The Captains’ Room.

All In a Garden Falr.
Dorothy Forster.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN,
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Shadow of the Sword.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
The New Abelard.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. |

Decelvers Ever. | Jullet’s Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS,
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration,

From Midnight to Midnight.
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.
BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Antonina. New Magdalen.
Basil. The Frozen Deep.
Hide and Seek. The Law and the

The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Misceilanies.
Woman In White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. P

Lady.
TheTwo Destinles
Haunted Hotel.
The Falien Leaves
Jezebel’sDaughter
The Black Robb.
Heart and Science

BY DUTTON COOK.
Paul Foster’s Daughter
BY WILLIAM CYPLES.

Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.

Port Salvation.

BY FAMES DE MILLE,
A Castle in Spain.
BY ¥. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers
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Cuear PoruLar NOVELS, continued—
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN,
The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON.
Decelvers Ever. | Jullet’s Guardian.
BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.
BY C. ALLSTON COI.LINS,
The Bar Sinlster.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina. Miss or Mrs.P
Basll. The New Magda-
Hide and Seek. len,

The Dead Secret. | The Frozen Deep.
Queen of Hearts. | Law and the Lady.
My Miscellanies. | TheTwoDestinles
Woman in White. | Haunted Hotel.
The Moonstone. |TheFallenleaves.
Man and Wife. Jezebe'zDaughter
Poor Miss Finch. | The 2lack Robe.

BY MORTIMER COLLJNS.,
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.

From Mldnight to Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS,
Sweet and Twenty.| Frances.
Biack ith and Scholar.

The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.
BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo. | Paul Foster’s Daughter,
BY ¥. LEITH DERWENT,
Our Lady of Tears.
BY CHARLES DICKENS,
Sketches by Boz.
The Pickwlick Papers.
Oilver Twist.
Nicholas Nickleby.
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.,
A Point of Honour.| Archie Lovell.
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS,
Fellcla. 1 Kitty.
BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Roxy.

The Dead Heart.

CuEAP PoPULAR NOVELS, continued—
BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.

The Second Mrs. Tillotson.

Polly.

Seventy-five Brooke Street.

The Lady of Brantome.
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Fllthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympla. | Queen Cophetua.
One by One.

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.
BY HA«N SRISWELL.,
One of Two

BY EDWARD GARRETT
The Capel Girls.

BY CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray. Queen of the Mea:

For Lack of Gold. | dow.
What wiii the | In Pastures Green

World Say P The Flower of the

In Honour Bound. | Forest.
A Heart’s Problem

In Love and War. | The Braes of Yar-
For the King. row.
BY WILLIAM GILBERT,
Dr. Austin’s Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountalin.
James Duke.
BY ¥AMES GREENWOOD,
Dick Temple.
BY ANDREW HALLIDAY.
Every-Day Papers.
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. Sebastian Strome
Ellice Quentin. Dust.

Prince Saronl's Wife.
BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS,
Ivan de Blron.
BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.
BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER,
The House of Raby.
BY VICTOR HUGO. .
The Hunchback of Notre Dame, |
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CHEAP PoPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT,
Thornlcroft’s Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT ¥AY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY,
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricla Kemball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord P
With a Slliken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
“My lovel”

.BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

BY FUSTIN McCARTHY, M.P,
Dear Lady Dlsdaln.

The Waterdale Nelghbours.

My Enemy’s Daughter.

A Falr Saxon.

Linley Rochford.

Miss Mlsanthrope.

Donna Quixote.

The Comet of a Season.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD,
Paul Faber, Surgeon,
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.
BY MRS. MACDONELL.

Quaker Cousins,

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID,
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

BY W. H. MALLOCK.

The New Republic.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open! Sesame! A Littie Stepson.
A Harvest of Wild | Fighting the Alr.

Oats. Written in Fire.
BY ¥. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dr.-en Daughters,
BY FEA\ MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorlillon,

3

CHEAP PorPULAR NOVELS, continyed—
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY,
A Life’s Atonement.
A Model Father.

Joseph’s Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By the Gate of the Sea.
BY MRS. OLIPHANT,

Whiteladles.

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY,
Phoebe’s Fortunes.

BY 0UIDA.

Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.

Under Two Flags.
Idalla.

Cecil Castle-
malne.

Tricotrin,

Puck.

Folle Farine.

A Dog of Fianders.
Pascarel.

TwollttleWooden
Shoes.

Sligna.

In a Winter Clty.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Piplistrelio.

A Village Com-
mune.

Bimbl.
In Maremma.

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL,
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN,

Lost Sir Massing-
berd.

A Perfect Trea-
sure.

Bentinck’s Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.

A Woman’s Ven-
geance.

Cecil’'s Tryst.

Clyffards of Clyffe

The Famlly Scape-
grace.

Foster Brothers.

Found Dead.

Best of Husbands

Walter's Word.

Halves.

Fallen Fortunes.

What He Cost Her

HumorousStories

Gwendoline’s Har-
vest.

Llke Father, Like
Son.

A Marine Resl-
dence.

Married Beneath
Him.

Mirk Abbey.

Not Wooed,
Won.

£200 Reward.

Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.

Under One Roof.

High Spirits.

Carlyon’s Year.

A Confidential
Agent.

Some Private
-Views.

From Exile.

A Grape from @
Thorn,

For Cash Only.

but

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marle Roget.
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CHEAP PoPULAR NovVELS, continued—
BY E. C, PRICE.

Valentina.

BY CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash. _
Peg Woffington.
Christle Johnstone.
Grifith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me tong.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autoblography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Helr.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
Readiana.

BY MRS. ¥. H. RIDDELL,

Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party,

BY F, W. ROSINSON,
Women are Strange.

BY BAYLE ST. 30HN.,
A Levantine Family.
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA,
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY FOHN SAUNDERS,
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
Two Dreamers.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match In the Dark.
BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
~The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
BY R. A. STERNDALR.
The Afghan Knlife. A
BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arablan Nights.
BY BERTHA THOMAS.

Cressida. | Proud Malsle.
The Violin-Player.

3
BY W. MOY THOMAS., /

A Fight for Life.

CHEAP PoPuLAR NOVELS, continued-=
BY WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPR,
Diamond Cut Diamond.
BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE,
The Way We Llve Now.
The American Senaton
Frau Frohmann.
Marlon Fay.
Kept In the Dark.
ByFRANCESELEANORTROLLOPE
Like Ships upon the Sea.
BY MARK TWAIN,
Tom Sawyer. :
An Idle Excursion.

A Pleasure Trip on the Contlnent
of Europe.

A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.

BY SARAH TYTLER,
What She Came Through.

The Bride’s Pass.
BY ¥. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends
BY LADY WOOD,
Sabina.

BY EDMUND YATES.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope,
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wifa.

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, 18. each.

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Brer
HARTE,

The Twins of Table Mountalin. By
BRET HARTE,

Mrs. Galnsborough’s Diamonds. By
JuLIAN HAWTHORNE,

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of *“That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.”

Lindsay’s Luck. By the Author of
‘ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.”

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the
Author of “That Lass o’ Lowrie's.”

Trooping with Crows. By Mus,
PIrkis,

The Professor’s Wife. By LEONARD
GRAHAM,

A Double Bond. By LiNDA ViLrarr,
Esther’s Glove. By R. E, FRANCILLON,

The Garden that Pald the Rent.
By Tou JerrOLD.

] OGDEN AND CO,, PRINTERS, 172, ST. JOHN STREXT, 5.9
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